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TO TRX BIGHT ROKOVIABLC 

THOMAS Earl of D A N B Y, 

Vlfcount LATIMER^ and Baron OSBORNE of KIVETOK 
in YORKSHIRE} 

I<Ojrd High Treafarer of England, one of hit Ma}effy*8 moft honou* 
rable PnYy-Council, and Knight of the moft noUc order 
of the Garter, ftc. 
My LORD, 

THE gratitude of poetiis fo troublefome t virtoe to great men^ 
that you are often in danger of your own benefiti : for yon aro 
threatened with fome epiftle, and not fufiered to do good in quiet^ 
or. to compound for their filence whom you have obliged. Yet, I 
confefs, I neither am, nor ought to befnrprised' at this indulgence! 
/or your Lord(hip has the fame right to favour poetry, whidi the 
great and noble have ever had* 

Carmen amat, fuifquis carwmie digna gerie* 

There is fomewhat of a tie in nature betwixt thofe who are bor» 
for worthy actions, and thofe who can tranfmit them to poftcrity r 
And though ours be much thcinferior part, it comet at leaft wathiit 
the verge of alliance ; nor are we unprofitable members of the com- 
mon-wealth, when we animate others to thofe virtues which w* 
copy and defcribe from you. 

*Tis indeed their intereft, who endeavour the fubverfion of go* 
vernments, to difcourage poets and hiftorians $ for the beft which 
can happen to them is to be forgotten : But fuch, who, under kingv 
are the fathers of their country, and by a juft and prudent ordering 
of affairs preferve it, have the, fame reafon to cheriih the chroni- 
clers of their a£tions, as they have to lay up in fafety the deeds and 
evidences of their eftatesi for fuch records are their undoubted titles to 
the love and reverence of after ages. Your Lordfliip*s adminlft ration 
has already taken up a confiderable part of the Eogliih annali j and 
many of its moft happy years are owing to it. His Majefty, the moft 
knowing judge of men^ and the beft mafter, hat acknowledged the 
eafe and benefit he receives in the incomes of hit treafury, which yo« 
found not only difordered but exhaufted. AU things were in the 
confufion of a chaos, without form or method, if not reduced beyond 
at, even to annihilation : fo that you had not only to feparate the jar> 
ring elements, but (if that boldnels ofexpreffion might be allowed me) 
to create them. Your enemies had fo embroiled the management of 
your office, that they looked on your advancement as the inftrument 
of your ruin. And as if the clogging of the revenue, and the confu- 
iion of accounts, which you found in your entrance^ were not foffi- 
cient, they added their own weight of malice to the public calamity, 
by for^ftailing the credit which fhouid cure it } your friends, on the 
other fide, were only capable of pitying, but not of aiding you : no 
farther help or counfel was remaining to you, but what was founded - 
en yoorfeif 3 and that, indeed, was your fecurity *. for your diligence, 
your conftaacy, and your prudence, wrought more furely within, 
when they were not difturbed by any outward motion. The higheft 
virtue is beft to be trufted with itfelf, for afTiftance only can be given 
ly a gealut foperior to that which it aflifti. And ^tis the noMeft 
A z kind 
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Iclrid of debt wBen we aiT only obliged toCod ^iK^aature. This thefl^ 
my Lord, is your jnft com.mendation, that you hare vrrQU|rh( j^ot 
yourfclf a way to glory^ by tboTe very means that were dcfigiied for 
your deflrudlion : yuu hi^ve not only re/lorfd but advaiiced the rcye* 
nues of your mafter, without grievance to the fubjedt : and as if that 
-were little yet, the debts cf the Exchequer, which lay heavicft both 
on the Crown and on private p«rfoBS, have, by yotM" ccadudfr, bM- 
eftabliihed in a certainty of f^tisfa£lioR. An ad^ioa formuehthe 
xnore great and honourable, bec^ufe the cafe was without the ordinary 
relief of Jaw8 ; above the hopes of the afflifted, and beyond the 
narrownefs of the treafury to redrefs, had it been managed by a lels' 
able hand. 'Tis certainly the happieft^ and moft urienvied part ot 
all your fortune, to do good to many, while you do injury to noiit i 
to receive at once thepra/ers of the fubjeft, and the praifesof the prince i 
and by thexare of yourconduA, to give bim means of exciting the 
chieiei^, (if ai^ be the chiefeft) of his royal virtues t His diftrihu- 
tiveju/lice to the defervi^ng, and his bounty and compaffioft te tho . 
"wanting. The difpofition of princes towards their people, cannot 
lietter be dlfcoveced than in the choice of their minifters j who, Kke 
the animal fpirits betwixt the Ibul and body, participate fomewhat of 
both natures, and make the communication which is betwixt them* 
A king, who isjuft and moderate in his nature, who rules according 
to the laws^ whom Cod made happy by forming the temper of his 
foul to the conflitution of his goverument, and who makes us happy^ 
l)y aiTuming over us no other fovereignty than that wherein our wel- 
fare and liberty confifts ! A prince, I fay, of fo excellent a charaAer, ' 
aad fo fuitable to the wiihesof all good men, could not better have ' 
conveyed himfeif into his people^s appnehenfions, than in your Lord« 
ihip^sperfon ; who fo lively exprefs the fame virtues, that you feem 
not fo much a copy, as an emanation of him. Moderation is doubt- 
lefs an e^ablifliment of greatnefs ; but there is a fteadinefs of temper^ 
which is tikewife requilite in a minifter of ft ate : So equal a mix- 
ture of both virtues, that he may ftand like an iflhnaus betwixt the 
two encroaching feas of arbitrary power and lawlefs anarchy. The 
undertaking would be difficult to any but an extraordinary genius, 
to ftand at the line, and to divide the limits ; to pay what is due to ' 
the great repreientativr of the natiea, and neither to inhance, nor 
to yield up, the undoubted prerogatives of the crown. Thefe, my 
Lord, are the proper virtues of a nobje Englishman, as indeed they 
are properly EngUfii virtues : no people in the world being capable 
of uiing them, but we who have the happinefs to be born under fo 
equal, and fo weil-pois*d a goverment : a government which has 
aU the advantages of liberty beyond a common-wealth, and all the 
marks of kingly fovereignty, without the danger of a tyranny. Both 
jny nature, as I ^m an Engliftman? and my reafon, as I am a man, 
have bred in me a loathing to that fpecious name of a republic | 
that mock appearance of a liberty, where all who have not part in 
the governaaent, are Daves; and flaves they are of a viler note than 
iiich as are fubjeAs to an abiblute dominion. For no chriftian mo- 
narchy is fo abfolote, but *ti|xircumfciibed with laws : but when 
the executive power is in th^ law> makers, there is no farther check 
upon them ; uid the people muft fufFer without a remedy, becaofe 
Uiey aio oppicflM by thtit reprefi^tatiTtt* If I araft ierve, the 
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fttimber of my miften, who were born my equafs, woold but add t« 
the ignominy of my bondage. The nature of our goverment, above 
all o&er, IsexaAly fuited both to the fituation of our country, and 
the temper of the natirei t an ifland being more proper for com- 
merce and for defence, than for extending its dominioni on the 
continent: for what the Taloor of its inhabitants might gain, by 
reafon of its remotenefs, and the cafualties of the Teas, it could not 
fo cafily prefenre : And therefore, neither the arbitrary power of 
one in a monarehy, nor cf many in a common-wealth, could make 
OS greater than we are. *Tif true, that Tafter and more frequent 
taxes might be gathered, when the confent of the people was »ot 
aiked or needed ; bat this were only by conquering abroad to be poor 
at home : - and the examples of our neighbours teach ns, that they 
are not always the happieft fubjeds whofe kings extend their domi- 
nions fartheft. Since therefore we cannot win by an offeniive war, 
at leaft a land-war, the model of our government feem.s naturally 
contrtved for the defenfive part : and the confent of a people is eafily 
obtained to contribute to tnat power which muft proted it. Ftliceg 
nmhtm hmajijua nSrint, Agifgenst! And yet there are not wanting 
male-cQAttKOtt among us, who iiirfating themfelves on too much 
happinefs, would perlttadethepeeple that they might be happier by 
a- change. *Twa8 indeed the policy of their old fore-father, whea 
himfelf was fallen from the ftation of glory, to feduce mankind into 
the fimie rebellion with him, by telling him, be might yet be freeer 
thavhe was s that is, more free than hie nature would allow, or (i^ 
I may fo fay} than Ood coold make him.. We have already all the 
liberty which free-born fobje^s can enjoy | and all beyond it is but 
licenft. Butifit be liberty of confcience which they pretend, the 
moderadoo of our church is fnch, that its praAice extends not to 
the fererity. of perfecution, and its difdpline is withal fo eafy, that it 
allows m«e freedom to dSSenters than any of the feds would allow 
to it. In the mean time, what right oan be pretended \fj thefe men 
to attempt* innovationt in cherch or ftate ? Who made them the 
tniftee8,.or(tD fpeak a little nearer their own language) the keepers 
of- the liberty of England ? If their call be extraordinary, let them 
convince us bv working miracles ; for ordinary TOcation they can 
have none to diilurb the government under, which they were bom^ 
and which protects them. He who has often xhan^ed his party, and 
always has made his intereft the rule of it, gives little evidence of 
his iincerity for the public'^^od : *tis manifeft he changes but for 
liimfclf, and takes the people for tools to work his fortune. Yet 
the eiperience of all ages might let him know, that they who trou- 
ble the waters iirf^, have feldom the benefit of the fifliing ; as they 
who bsgan the late rebelKoo, enjoyed net the fruit of their under- 
taking,, but were cruflied themfelves by the ufurpation of their own 
5nAnrtnent: neither is it enough for thsm to anfwer, that they on- 
ly intend a reformation of the government, but not the fobverfion . 
of it : on fuch pretences all infurre^iona- have been founded ; . Ms 
flriktng at the root of power^ which is obedience. Every remon- 
ilraoce of private men, hasthe fted of treafon in it;. and difcour-- 
ies which are couched in ambiguous terms, are therefore the morr 
dangerous, becaofo they do all the mifchief of open fedition, . yet are • 
/afc from the puniihrnent of the laws* Thcfef my Lord, are con- 
A 3^ fiderationa« 
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fderttioai which I ihoald not pais Gi Ughtljr OftTt hU I loom l# 
manage them at they defcrve : For no man can be fo laco4fidera« 
Ve in a nation, a^ not to have a ibare in the welfare of it ; and if 
he be a true £ngliihman> he mufi at the fame time be fired with 4ii<« 
^ignation, aod revenge himfelf as. he can on the diilurbcrf of hif 
country. And to whom could I more filly apply myCelf, than tQ 
your Lordfiiip, who. have not only an inborn, but an hereditary loy« 
•Ity ? The memorable conftancy and fufterings of your father,.almol^ 
to the ruin of his efiace for the royal caufe, were an earneil of that^ 
which fttch a parent and fach an inftitution would produce in tb^ 
perfon of a fon. But fo unhappy an occafioa of manifefting youf 
own zeal in fulFcriirg for his prefent majefty, the providence ot God^ 
9nd the prudence (^ your adn^niftratioo, will, I hope, prevent* 
That a»your father^s fortune w^ted on the unhappine(ii of his £ove<r 
reign, fo your own may participate of the better fate whic^ aUendt 
hu fon. The relation which you have by alliance u> the noble fi|* 
mily of your lady, ferves to cojifirra to you both tbis happy auguryv- 
for what can deferve a greater place in the Eogliih chronicle^ thaii 
the loyalty and courage, the aClions and death of the general of aa 
army fighting for his prince and country t The honour a>ul gallantry 
of tne earl of Lindfey, is fo illuArious a fubjeAa that 'tis fit to adPirii 
nn heroic poem j for he was the |rotOf>mar|yr of the caufe, ^nd th(^. 
type of his unfortunate royal maqer. 

yet„ after aU, my l»otd, if .1 may fpea^ my thoi^ts, yon «rf 
father happy to us than to yourCUf : for th^ multipMcityp toe q»tes^ 
ind the vexations ef y/our, employment, h^ve beUr?yed yMi to^ 
yourfetf^ and ^ven you up into the po^e^n of the public. . Y«)f 
»re robbed of your privacy and friends, and £c|irce any hour of yoier 
life you can call your own»^ Thofe wlvp envy your fortujae^ if they 
'wanted not good-nature, might mture juAly pity it ; and when they, 
fee you watched by a crowd Qf fuitors, whofe impoftuiiity 'tH. im^ 
pofi^ble to avoid, would coQclude with reafon. that you l^ve 1q^ 
much more in true content, thi^n you Vve gained by dJgaUji i and 
that a private gentleman is better attended hy a fingle jervant, thaor 
your Lordfliip with fo clamorous a train. Pardon me, my L^ord^ if ^ 
{peak like a phtiofopher on this fubjefl ; the fottune'which makee a 
man uneafy, cannot make him happy :. and a wife man muft thi4|c. 
himfelf uneafy, when few of his anions are in his choice. 

This laft confideration has brought me to another,, and a very fea« 
fonableone for your relief; which is, that while I pity your want of 
leifure, J have impertinently. detained you fi> long a time. I- have ' 
put off my own bufinefs, which was my dedication, tiU.*tis folate, 
that I am now aihamed to begirxit : and therefore I will fay no* 
thing of the poem, which I prefent to you, becaufe I know not if. 
you are like to have an hour, which, with a good conference, yoti- 
may throw away in perufing it : and for ,the author, Lhave oiUy to 
beg the continuance of your protection tohim, who k>. 
My Lord, 

your Lordihip^s, muft obliged^. 
aHQil humble, and moflr 
Ql^ient feryant, 

JOHN DRYDEK. 

P1U5, 
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TIC death of Antony and Cleopiitrft, Is & fiibJeA which hat 
be«n treated by the greateft virits of our nation, after Shake* 
fj^eare : ^nd by all fo varioufly, that their example has given me th/^ 
confidence to try myfelf in this- how of UlyfTes amon^ft the crowd. 
^f fuitors i and withal^ to take my own meafures, in aimioj* at the 
m\fk* I doubt not bnt the fame motive has prevailed with all of u9 
1a thi^ attempt i I mem the excellency of tlie moral : for the chief 
Si^rfons r]«pre(cntedp vere famous patterns of unlawful love} an(i. 
their eqd accordingly was unfortunate. All reafonable men have 
l^g fioce concluded, that the hero of the poei9> ought not to be 
a character of perfedl virtue ^ for> then, he could not, without in* 
Juftice, be made unhappy J nor y«t altogether wicked, hecaufe h^ 
^ould not then be pitied : I haye therefore fteered the middle courie ^ 
^dhav^. drawn the character of Antony as favourably as Plutarch, 
\AppiM and T^ion Callus would ^ive me leave; The like I havd- 
•bferved In Cleopatra. Th^t which Is wanting to work up the 
jdty to a greater height, was not a^orded itie by the ttory : for tfa^ 
crimes of Iqve which they both comn^ltted, were not occadoned by. 
any nicelfity qr fatal ignora^ce> but were wholly voluntary j fince 
eur paiion$ are^ or OMght to be, within our power. The Shriek 
^the ^Uy is regular enpucb, a^ to the inferior: parts of it; and the 
tl^^tieJ«f time, place and aaMtn,more exa^ly obfervfd, than per^ 
liaps the Engliui theatre requlrer. Particularly, the aAion is fo- 
XQqch one> that it is the vnly pf the kind without epifode, er under- 
plot > every fcene in the tragedy conducing to the main dcflgn, and 
every a^ coD«Iudi/ig with a turn of it. The greateft error in the 
contrivance feems to be In. the perfon of OAavia : for, though I 
slight u/e the privilege of a poet, to introduce her into Alexan* 
4|rla, yet I had not enough coniidered, that the compailisn fhe mo- 
yedto herfelf and children,, vas deAruflive to tha which I refer* 
'ved for Antony and Cleopatra ; whofe mutual love being founded 
tipon vice, muftleflen the favour of the audience to them, when 
'virtue and.ionocence were opprefled hy it.. And,. though I }uftified 
Antony in fome meafure, by making Oflavia^s departure to pro- 
ceed wholly from herfelf, yet the for^e of the firft machtjie fHU re- 
loained ; and the dividing of pity, like the cutting of a river inte 
many chsuinels, abated the flrength of the natural ftream. But this 
is. an obje£iion which none of my critics have urged againft me| 
aad th«r«fQxelnigbth»re la it p.afsy.iflcovid have refolvedtohave 
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been partial to myfelf. The faults my enemies have found, are n^ 
ther cavils concerning little and not efTenttal decencies, which a 
xnafter of the ceremonies may decide betwixt us. The French fO"- 
ets, I confefs, are An€t obfervers of thefe punQilio*s : They would 
not> for example, have fufifered Cleopatra and Odavia to have met, or 
if th^ had mot, there miiftonly have paflod betwixt tl^ foiyccold 
civilities, but no eagernefs of repartee for fear of oSending ftgainft 
the greatnefs of their charaTElert, and the modefty of their fez.^ This 
objection I forefaw, and at the fame time contemned ^ for I judged 
It both natural and probable, that Odavia, proud of her new-gained 
cooqueft, would fearch out Cleopatra to triumph over herj and 
that Cleopatra thus attacked, was not of a fpirit to Aun th& 
encounter : and *tis not unlikely, that two exafperated rivals flioula 
u(e fuch fatire as I have put into their mouths ; for after all, thodgl^ 
the one were a Roman, and the other a queen, they were both wo* 
men. *Tis true, fome anions, though natural, are not fit to be re- 
prefented; and broad obfcenities in wotdsj ought in good manner^ 
to be avoided : expreilions therefore arc a modeft cloathiog of our 
thoughts, as breeches and petticoats are of our bodies. If I have 
kept myfelf within the bounds of modefty, all beyond it is but nice- 
ty and sifFe&ation i which is no more but modefty depraved into a 
vice : they betray themfelyes who are too quick of apprehenfion in 
fuch cafes, and leave all reafonablejmen to imagine wxirfe of them^ 
than of the poet. 

Hooeft Montaigne goes yet farther : Nons ne/ommes que etremonii ; 
la ceremonie ntut emp9rte» & lutjpmt UJubftanct iei cbofes, Nous noui 
tenoHi nux brancha & ahanJonnons le trm & k corps. Nous avons 
Mppr'ii aux dames de roughr^ cyans Jsulement nommer ce qu^ tiles ne cratg- 
netU aucunement a Jasre : nous iCofons appeUer i dreiR nos membrest cSf 
' ne ersignons pat de les employer itoute forte de debaucbe* La ceremonik 
nous defend a* exprimer par^aroles les chafes Ucites & naturelles, ^ noui 
T en crayons \ la ralfotr nous defend de n en f aire point d" URcites ^ mau-^ 
yaifeSf^ perfonne ne Pen^croid, My comfort is,, that by this opi« 
nion my enemies are but fucking; criticks,.wiio .would fain be aib* 
bling e^er their teeth are come. 

Yet in this nicety of manners does the excellency of French po« 
etry confift : their heroes are the moft civil people breathing ; buC 
their good-breeding feldom extends to a word of ^fe : all their 
wit is in their ceremony ; they want the genius which animates cor 
ftage; and therefore *tis but neceflary when they cannot pleafcji 
that they ihould take care not to oftend. But as the civilloft man 
in the company is commonly the duUeft, fo thefe authors, while 
they are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of pure good man- 
ners^ make you ileep. They are fo careful not to exafperate a 
critic, that they never leave him any work; fo bufy with the broona^ 
and make fo clean a. riddance, that there Is little left either for cen- 
fure or for praife : for no part of a pocmis worth our difcommend- 
ing, where the whole is in£pid ; as when we have ones tafted of 
palled wine, we ftay not to examine it glafs by glafs. But while 
they afFcft to ftnne in trifles, they are often carelefs in effentials. 
Thus their Hippolytus is fo fcrupuleus la point of decency^ that he 
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HHU mth^KpofcKinrdf to deathy thao tpCttf* bu ifep-nrptBcr t<^ 
his fsuhjer } and m^ critic^, I am fure, \yill copimen^ him for it 9. 
hut we of ^rofier apprehenfions, are apt to think that this.exccfs of 
gcoerpiity, is not pra£UcaMe b^t with fools and mad-meQ. This 
was good-naanncrs with a vfengeance j and the audience is like to be 
much concerned at the misfortunes of this admirable hero : but 
take Hippolytus out of his poetic iit^ and I fuppofe be would think 
it a \yi{ier pait> $0 fet th? faddle on the right horfe, and chufc rather 
tQ live with the reputation of a plaii^-fpokcn boneil man^ than ta 
die with the infamy of an inceAuous villain. In the mean time w« 
s^ay take notice> that where the poet ought to hare preferved the 
ci)ara£ler as it was delivered to us by antiquity^ when he ihould hav« 
gjvpn us the pifture of a tough young man, of the Amazoiyai* 
ftrain^ a joUy huntfmani and both by his proleflion^ and his early 
rifing, a mortal «n.emy to love, he h^is ch»fen to give him the tura 
of gallantry, feot him to travel from Athens to Paris, taught him ta 
i^akc love, and transformed the Hippolytus of Euripides into Monr 
fiieur Hippolyte. I ihould n^t have troubled myfeif thus far with 
French pqets, biit that I find our Chedruex critics wholly form their 
judgments by them. But for my part, I defire to be tried' by th(t 
laws of my own country ; for it fcems unjuft to me, that the French 
Ihottld prefcribe here til) they have conquered. Our little fonnet- 
tiers who follow them, have too narrow fouls to judge of poetry* 
Poets themfelves are themoft proper, though I conclude not the only 
critics. But till fome genius as univerfal as Ariftotle, (hall ariC(^ who 
can penetrate into all arts and fciences, without the pi^£lice of 
them, I &all think it reafonable that the judgment pf an artificer 
Sp his own art, Hiould be preferable to the opinion of another man t 
a( leaft where he is not bribed by intereft, or prejudiced by malice | 
a^d this, I fuppofe, is manifefl by plain indodion 1 for, firft, the 
crowd cannot be prefumed to have more than a grofs inftin£l of whac 
pleafes or difpleafes them t every man will grant me this ; but then,. 
by a particular kindnefs to himfelf, he draws his own flake fir/1^ 
s^)d will be diftinguiihed from the multitude, of which other mei» 
jxiay think him one. But, if I come dofer to thofe who are allowed 
/or witty men, either by the advantage of theif quality, or hy com* 
mon fame, and affirm, that neither are they qualifted to decide fov^ 
zeignly, concerning poetry, I ihall yet have a ilrong party of my 
Qpinion j for moft of them feverally will exclude the refl, either 
fi-om the number of witty men, or at leaft of able judges. But 
here again they are all indulgent to themfelves » and every one who 
l^e}Ieves himfelf a wit, thgt is, every man, will pretend at the famo 
t^me to a right of judging* But to prefs it yet farther, there are 
j^oany witty men, but few poets, nei(her have all poets a tafte of 
tragedy. And this is the rock on which they are daily fplitting* 
l>oetry, which is a pi^ur^ of na,ture, muft generally pleafe : but *tig 
not to be enderftood, that all parts of it muft pleafe every man } 
therefore is not tragedy to be judged by a witty map, whofe tafte i^. 
^nly confined to comedy* Npr is every pnan who loves tragedy 4 
fufficient judge of it : he muft uoderftan^ thf excellencies of U too^ 
§f Jtic wiU 99^ f rove ^ ^IM a4m«rj ^ 4 qix'ifi* ^tfim hetkct \% 



comely that fo many fatirea on potts, an4 cenfaret of their wrltiof s# 
fly abroad. Men of pleafant converfati^Oy (at leaft efteemei fo) and 
indued with a trifling kind of fancy, perhaps helped out with fome 
fmattering of Latin^ are ambitious to diftlnguiih thcttfelTei from the 
herd of gentlemen, by their poetry ; 

Rarus enlmfermi fenfits ctmmunh in W^ 

Fortuna* 
And is not this a wretched affeftation, not to be contented with 
what fortune has done for them^ and fit down quietly with their 
cftates, but they muft call their wits in queftioni and needlefsly ex« ' 
pofe their nakednefs to public view ? Not confiderihg that they are 
aot to expeft the fame approbation from fober men, which they ' 
have found firom their flatterers after the third bottle > If a little 
glittering in difcourfe has pafled them on us for witty men« 
where was the neceflity of undeceiving the world ? Would a man ^ 
who has an ill title to an eftate, but yet is in poflefiioA of it, wonld 
he bring it of his own accord to be tried at Weftmiflfler ? We who 
write, if we want the talent, yet have the excufe that wc do it 
tor a poor fubfiftence ; but what can be urged in their defence, wha 
not having the vocation of poverty to fcribble, otit of mere wanton- 
nefs, take pains to make themfelves ridiculous f Horace was cer- 
tainly in the right, where he faid. That no man is fatisfied with 
his own condition. A poet is not pleafed becaufe he is not rich ; 
and the rich are difcontented, becaufe the poets will not admit them 
pf their number. Thus the cafe is hard with writers : if they fuc- ' 
ceed not, they muft ftarve J and if they do, fome malicious fatireis 
prepared to level them for daring to pleafe without their leave. 
But while they are fo eager to deftroy the fame of others, their am- 
bition is manifeil in their concernment : fome poem of their own ' 
is to be produced, and the flavesare to be laid flat with their faces' 
on the ground, that the monarch may appear in the greater majefty. ' 
Dionyfius and Nero had the fame longings, but with all their 
power they could never bring their bufinefs well about. *Tis true, 
they proclaimed themfelves poets by found of trumpet ; and poets 
they were, upon pain of death to any man who durft call them 
otherwife. The audience had a fine time on*t, you may imagine ^ 
they fate in a bodily fear, and looked as demurely as they could : for 
*twas a hanging matter to laugh unfeafonably ; and the tyrants were* 
fufpicious, as they ha^ reafon, that their fubje6ts had theni in the 
wind; fo every man in his own defence fet as good a face upon the 
buflnefs as he could : 'twas known before-hand that the monarchs 
were to be crowned laureats ; but when the (how was over, and an 
honeftman was fuffered to depart quietly, he took out his laughter 
which he had fli fled, with a firm refolution never more to fee an 
emperor's play, though he had been ten years a making it. In the 
mean time, the true poets were they who made the beft markets, 
fot they had' wit enough to yield the prise with a good grace, and not 
contend with him who bad thirty legions : they were fure to be 
rewarded if they confhfled themfetvei bad writers, and that wai 
fomewhat better Ihan to be martyrs for their reputation. Lncan^e 
exanrple wu eaMfh to teach theiii aitaaert $ and after fae was por 
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t« death, tet OTtrcoming SttOf the emperor carried it, without dtf. 

Sute, for the bell ppet in his dominions: no man was ambitious of 
iiat grinning honour } for if he heard the malicious trumpeter 
'j>roclairoing his name before his betters, he knew there was but 
«ne wajF with him. Mecaenas took another courfe, and we know 
he was more than a great man, for he wai witty too : but finding 
himfelf far gone in poetry, which Seneca aflures us was not his ta- 
lent, he thought it his beft way to be well with Virgi] and with 
Horace; that at leaft he might be a poet at the fecond hand; and 
we fee how happily it hss fucceeded with him ; for his own bad po« 
ctry is forgotten, and their panegyricks of him ftill remain. But 
they who ihould be our patrons, are for no fuch expenfive ways to 
fame : they have much of the poetry of Mecaenas^ bnt little of his 
liberality. They are for procuring themfdves reputation in the 
f erfons of their ^cceiTort, {tor fuch if etery man, who has any part 
of their fool and fire, though in a lefs degree,) Some of their littl* 
Zanies yet fo further ; for they ate innfectiiort eren of Horace 
himielf, as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile imitatione 
of him ; by maldng an unjufl uie of his authority, and tomlng 
his artillery againft his friends* But how weuU he diiilain to bo 
copied by fuch hands ! I dare anfwer for hisOf he would be more on* 
caiy in their company, than he was with CtHpiAus their forefather 
in the Holy Way ; and wouU no more have allowed them a place 
am«ng the critics, tiiajihe would Demetrius the mioUck, and Ti* 
geiliua the buAion ; 

Drntfri, tejue TtitUi^ . 

With what fcom would he look down on ibeh n^ferable traaflatorty 
wko make doggrel of his Latin, miftake his meanings ailapply hia 
cenlbres, and oftea contradi^ their own ? He is fixed as a lai^ 
aiark to fet out the bounds of poetry, ■ 

I ■ • ■ S axum, antiquum impn 

Lime* a§T9p9fitui littm ut HJcerHeni arntu : 
But other arms than theirs, and other finews are resulted, to raiie 
the weig^ of fo^ an author ; and when they would tofs him 
9pMt their enendes, 

Genua lakaut, geJidut ttMcrtvHfrigorefanguUf 

Turn UpU iffe, vsri vacuum per inanevolatu* 

Necjpatium evafit tetum, neepertutit iSum* 
• For my part, I woeldwiih no other revenge, either for myfelf or 
the Tt& of the poets, from this rhiming judge of the twelve-penny 
gallery, this legitimate fi>n of Stemhold, than that he would fub- 
^ribe his name to his cenfure, or (not to tax him beyond his learn- 
ing) fet his mark t for ihould he own himfelf publicly, and come 
from behind the lion*s ikin^ they whom he condemns would be 
' thankful to him, they whom he praifes would chufie to be condem- 
ned $ and the ma^ftntes whom he has ele^d, would .mndeftly with- 
^awfrom their employment, to avoid the fcanda} of.his nomina* 
tion. The fhaxpnefs of his ^ire, next to himfelf, falls moft hea- 
vily on his friends, and they ought never to forgive him for com- 
mending them perpetually the wrong way, and fometimes by concra- 
% riss. 



ties, triie hateafrleA^ whofe liafti hefs in writing is dis greateft hiAt, 
Horace would have taught him to have tiiinced the matter, aAd to 
liave called it rea(£neis of thought, and a fidvfin^ fancjr; for friend* 
fhip will allow a man to (^hriften aa imperfe^ion by tke iiame of 
Ibme neighbour tirtue : 

t^ellem in amicUiaJic erraremus\ Sf tfti 

Brrori, nomen virtus pofulffit bctteflutrt* 
^ut he would never have allowed him to have called at1«W dUA lu« 
&yf or-d hafty writer a flow drudgej as Juvenal explains it « 

" - " ' C anibtuptgrUJcab'ieque vetufia 

Levlhus, ^J^c^ UmetttUus ota lucerne 

N&nen tflt^pardusy ty^ris, Uofjl quid tidhue tfi, 
. i^uodf remit in terris wolentiui, 
. Vet Lucretius laughs at a foolifh lovcr^ even fojr.excufing the im^ 
l^erfc^ionsofhis nAiilr^fs: ' ! • 

N'^rs M^MX^i tfif immunda ^ f^etyUi>iiM-iJi^ 

B^liid Jofui non quk, rpciVMtet ; wut4p»dmu ifi^ iac^ 
But to drive it, adJEthkpm cy^nitm, is not to be indsred* I Idaire 
lifmto inliclrpretthk^by M belieit of hit Friinek verfion on t&* 
•ther fide, ihd without ^intfaer confidering liim^ than I have the teft 
of my tUiteiaCe eenfots^whom I batedrfditned ta uifwer, becoiifb 
th«)r are not <^U6ed for judges^ It remoina that I ae^ollnt tb4 
»ead«#y that I isave cadetvoiAHd in tfliis pla^ to iUlow the 'praAico 
of the antients, who, as Mr. Rymer has judicioo^y . obterod> ia% 
and ought to be our mailers. Horice Kkewtfo fiv^ it ^»rale ii% 
liis art of poety, 

N^9»rii&'Oiffrnmantt,vtrjMt4iRuma* 
vYet, tboogh^their modets are regular^ tiicy tre too little for Bn*' 
glifli tragedy ; which reqoJres to be boilt m a larger compoft* i 
could give an xnftance in the^i>ed»putTyranntt% -Which woo the nM« 
fier-piece of Sophocles % btit I referve it for a mofo lit dccafion^ 
which I fiope to have hereafter. In my ftile, I have profcfiedi to i&i- 
tate the divine Shafeefpeare; which that I might perfotm akoie frecW 
ly, I have difincumbered myfelffrom rhyme. Not ^at Icondenliiiim 
former way, but that this ia more proper to my prefcnt purpofe. I 
hope I need not to^explatn myfelf) that I have not copied my' author 
fervilely. Words and phrafes mtfftof mceflity receive a change ia 
ifocceeding srges: but 'tis almoft a iniraclethat mueh of his laagQ%e 
remains fo pute ; and that he who began dramatic poetry achon^ 
uf, ontkught by sfny^ and is Ben. J^afon telle oe, witbOuC kamin^ 
ihould, by the force of liis own ^mus peTfonn fo mueh, thait^ in a' 
manner, he has left no praifd fomirf who conrie after him s Th« 
ocearfion is fair, and the fubjedl would be pteaEuit to handle thb M* 
ference of ftiles betwiit him and Fletcher, and whetem, ind how fit 
they are both to be imitated. But fince I muft not be over-tonfidenC 
t>f my own performance after him, it will be prudence in mo to b^ 
filentl Yet t hope I may atiffivm, and without vanity, that by imt-' 
tattngbim J have excelled myfelf throughout the play; and partio«<r 
larly, that I prefer the fcene. betwixt Antony and Ventidios ia thft 
irft h&, to any thing which I have writtca ih this kifid« 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

^£/HATjiocks of cri ticks hover here to^dq^^ 

As vultures wait on armies /or their fr^y^ 
M gaping for the carca/e ofafAt^ I 
With croaking notes they bode fome dire eventy 
AndfoUovo a^ing poets by the f cent. 
Ours gives him/elf for gone ; you*vjt VJatcfPdy^ur tinui 
Hejirhti this day unarnid^ withotti his'rhyme. 
And orings a tale fujhich often has been told ; 
As fad as Dido^s^ andalmofl as old* 
His hero^ vohomyou wits his bully calif 
Bates of his mettle i and f caret ranti 'at aU : - 
He^sfomewhat kwd^ but a well-meaning mind^ 
Weefs much f fights tittle^ but isv^Mdnns kind. 
Injhort^a pattern ^a.td companion J^. 
For aU the keeping tonies of the fit, 

2 could name more ; ' a wife and mifirefs too^ "J 

ioth (to be plain) too good for mofiofyou ; f 

Hi wife well-natur^dj and the miflrefs true^ J 

Nowy poets f ifyourfame has hm his care^ 
Allow him all the cdnaoutyou canfpare* 
A brave man f corns to f»arrel once a de^ ; 
Uke HeHorSf in at every petty friey. 
JLet thofe find faulty whofe witsfo veryfmatty 
They^ve need tojhow that they can think aiali^ 
Errors likejlraws upon thefurface fiow^ 
He who wouldfearch for pearls^ mt^ft div4 below* 
Fops may have leave to, level all they can^ 
As pigmies wpmld be glad to lop a man . 
Half-wits arefieaSf fo little and fo light ^ 
Wefcarce could know they liwe^ hut Wat t^xy bite* 
Butf as the rich^ when tir*dwith daily ftafii^ 
For change J become their next poor tenant* s guefis^ 
JOrink hearty draughts of ale ^ from plain brown bowh^ 
Andfnatch the homely rajherfrom the coals : 
SoyoUf retiringfrom much better chear^ 
For oncey mi^ venture to do penance here. 
Andfince that plenteous autumn now ispaft^ 
Whofe grapes and peaches have indulged your tajle^ 
Take in good part f from our poor poet's boar d^ 
£uch riveWd fruits as winter can afford* 

B Dramatis 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

Drury-Lane. dovent-Gardenm 

Marc Antony^ Mr. Smith. Mr. Bany. 

Fentiiiiusy his General, Mr. Palmer. Mr. Clarke. 

Dolahelhy his Friend, Mr. Brereton. Mr.i^cl^n. ^ 
^A-^j, the Queen's Eti- 

nuch, Mr. "Whitfield. Mr. Young, ^ 

S^^pioH^ Prieft of Ms, Mr. Bates. "^ 

„ rMr.GnflSths. Mr. L*Eftrange. 

Komansy ,.^. \Mr. Nonis. Mr. Thomplon. 

WOMEN. 

C7rp/tf/rtf,que€nof.iEp^r,Mii» Younge. Mrs. Hartley. 

OHavia^ Anthcwf% Wife, Mrs. Yates. Mrs. Mattocks* 

Charmion^ \ CkopMf*^ i Mrs. JohniloB. Mils Simpfon. 

Iras^ ] Maids, I Miff Piatt. Mrs. Hijppiiaey. 
Anthony\ (wo little daughten^ 

SCENE, ALEXANDRIA. 
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A L I* F Q R LOVE;; 

O R, T H R 

WORLD WELL LOST. 



ACT 1. 

SCENE, tie Ten^h ef Ms. 
Serapion, MyrU, Priefts ' of Ifi«, di/coveretk 

SfiHAPION. 

tents and prodigies are giown fofitequenty 




_ That they have loft thdr namel <>ur fruirfgl Nift 
FlowM ere the ^yonted feafon, withatdb«nt 
So nnexpc£tedy and fo v^ondVous iieitip 
That the wild deluge bvertook the hade 
£v*ii of the hinds th;$t watch'd it. Men and beafts 
Were borne above the tops of trees, that grew 
On th' ut^oft margin, of the water-m ark . 
Then, with ib Twin an ebb, the ibod drove backward;^ ' 
k flipt from underneath the fcaiy herd : 
Here monftrous Phocae panted On the (hore ; 
Forfaken dolphins fher^, with their broad tails, 
Lay^ laihing the departing waves : "hard by *€iir, 
Sea horfcs flound'ring in the flimy mud, • • . 
Tofs'd up their henda, anddalh'd the ooze about 'emv ' 



JI^/^r-Alexas, behind them. 



Ifyr. Avert fnefc omens, Hoaven. 

Ser, Laft night, between the hours af twelve and onf. 
In a lone ifle o*the temple while I walk'd, * 

A whirlwind pofe, that, with a violent blaft, * 

Shook all the dome \ the doors around me clapt ; 
The iron wicfcet, that defends the vault, 
Where the long race of Ptolemies is laid, 
Buril open^ and difclos'd the mighty dead» 

B a From 
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From dut each monument, in order placed. 
An armed ghofl ibrts up ; the boy-kiag laft 
Rear'd his iDglorious head. A peal of groans 
TbenfoDow'd, and a lamentable vbioe 
•CryM, jEgyptisTnomore* My blood ran %ack|' 
My fhaking knees againfl each other knocked ; ^ 
On the cold pavement down I tell intranc'd, 
And {o un&iifb'd left the horrid fcene ? 

JSex* And dreanTiM you this ? or, did invent the ftory, 

[Slfewing himfelf. 
*R frighten our ^Egyptian boys withal, 
And train. 'em up betimes in fear of priefl hood ? 

Ser. My lord, I faw you not. 
Nor meant my words fliould reach your ears j but what 
I utter'd wa6 moil true* 

Alex. A foolifh dream, 
Bred from the fumes of indigeAed feafis. 
And holy luxury. 

8er. I know my d^ity : 
' Thif goes no fenher. 

JUx. *Tis norfit it fhould : 
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true. 
All fouthern from yon hills, the Roman camp 
Hang^ o'er us black and threatening, like* a dorm 
Jufl breaking on our heads* 

* Ser. Ourf^int Egyptians pray for Antony ; 
' Sut in their fervile hearts they own O^avius. 

^ M^. Why then does Antony dream out his hourt^ 

* And tempts not fortune for a noble day, 

* Which might redeem what A^Uum loft ? 

* Alex. He thinks 'tis paft recovery. 

* Bet. Yet the foe 

* Seems not to prefs the fiege. 

* Alex. Oh,, there's the wonder* 

^ Mecaenas and Agrippa, who can mod 

/ With Gaefar, are his foes. His wife Oc^via^ 

* Driv'n from his houfe, folicits her revenge ; 
' And Dolabella, who was once his friend, 

* Upon foRie private grudge,* now feeks his ruin ; 

* Yet flillwar feems on either fide to fleep.* 

5rr, 'Tis flrange that Antony, for fome days paft. 
Has not beheld the face oi Cleopatra, 

But 
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But here, in Ifis' temiple lives recirM, 

And makes hit heiirt a ptey to black defpain 

Alex, 'lis true ; aod we much fear he hopes by ab« 
To cure his mind^^f love, [fence 

* Ser. If he bp;vanquifli'd, 

* Or make his peacp,. ^gypt is doom'd to be 

* A Romans province ; and our pUateoua harvefls 

* Muft then redeem the icarcenefs of their foil. 

< While ADtonvflbddiinn* our Alexandria 

< Rival'dpro.u4 Rpme* (dominion's other feat;) 

< And Fortune flriding, like a Tall Coloifus^ 
^ Could fix an eqiuM^Jretot of empisk here. 

^ Akxm Had I Q^ wiilif tl^efe tyrants of all nature^ 

* WhoIordttoV npank'uid^ Aould pcriffi, perifli, 

* Eachby tiieoiherVfwbrd; bqt,, fince our will 

* Is lauiply fpUovf 'd b^ our pow V9. we muil 
« I)ep$9Mi 9iMnie ; with luia to rife or fall.* 

5^. £bw fhmds the queen aSe^led ^ 

^/<?;ir. Ohyfhe dotes,. 
She dotes, Serapion, on this iPimqu^'d man. 
And winds hcdelfaboufrhia mighty ruins \ 
Whom,^uU;£bey^t fbffake9- yet yield ^n^ up^ 
'iMiA huntedTptey to ht&purfuer^s handa, 
Shemighc pi^erveus all;, but 'tis in Tain— -«- 
This changes my defigna> thishhifts my counfels,, 
S^tBfdu^ me vft al^n^eans to kttep him here, 
Whom I could w^ deluded from her arms, 
Farasthecarth^deepcenirc.. Well, you knew 
The {late of thin^ ; no more of your ill omens,, 
And black ptogpoSks *^ labour to confirm 
The peo||ile'|r^]:tf .. 

Enur Ven^yius, ti^lkingajidk. ^itb a gentkmmi ofi 
Antony*/. 

S$r^ Thefe Romans will, o'er-hear us* 
But, wlitp's tlmftrang?r? By his warlike port^ 
His fierce demeanour, and erected look. 
He's of no vulgar no<e. 

AUx. Oh, *h8 y^ntidiusv 
Our emperor^ grca; Uev^cinant in the. eaf!^ 
Who &^ ftigw^d Ramir th^ Ewhia could he conquered..' 
When Antony returi^'d from Syri^ Uft, • 

He left this man. tag^d the.Rpnmi:i.fcontieri. ^ 
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Ser. You fcem to knew kirn well. 

Alex. Too well. I faw him in Cilicia firft^ 
When Cleopatra there met Antony ; 
'A mortal foe he was to us , and- ^gypt. 
But, let me witnefs to the worth I hate, 
A braver Roman never drew a fword' : ' 

Firm to. his prince ; but, as a friend, not (lav?. 
He ne'er was of his pleafures ; but prefides 

V all his cooler hours, and morning counfels ; * 
In Ibort, the plainnefs, fiercenefs, rugged virtue^ 

Of an old tme-flampt Roman lives in hiro. ' 

His coming bodes I know not what of ill ^ 

Ta our affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better; 
AndrU acq^uaint you why I fought you here. 
And what's our prefcnt work. * 

[They 'Withdraw i9 a camtr rf the Jtage: and Venti- 
dius, ifjith the ether j cemes forward to ihefronK * 

Vent. Not fee him, fay you? 

1 fay, I muft, and will. 
Gent* He^^has commanded^ 

On pain of death, none ihould approach his prefence. 

JTent^ I bring hnanews will raife his drooping fpirits, 
Give him new life; 

Gent. He fees not Cleopatra; 

Ventm, Woirid. he had never feen her. 

Gent. He eats not, drinks not, fleeps not, has no ufe 
Of any thing, but thought ; or, if he talks, 
•Tis to himfclfj and then 'tis perfcd raying v 
Then he defies the wof^d, and bids it pafs. 
Sometimes he gnaws hi> lip, and curfes loud' 
The boy O^tavius ; then he draws his inouth • 
Intoafcomfulfmile, and' cries, Take all^ 
The world's not worth my care. 

^^WK/. Juft, juil hi» nature* 
Virtue's hi» path ; but fometlmes 'tis toanariow 
For his vaft foiil ;. and then he-ftartt out wide, 
And bounds into a vice that bears-him far 
From his firft courfe, and plunges him in ills : 
^ But, when his danger makes him find his fault, 
• Quick to obferve, and foil of iharp remorfc, 
' He cenfures eagerly his own mifdeeds, 
' Judging kimfelrwith malice to himfeif| 

• And 
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* And not fovgiring what a? man he did, 

* BecaufehUotherparts are more thanmtn.^ 
He muil^Aoc thus be lofh 

[Alezas ohJ thefriefti e&mt firvoard* 
Alex^ You h^e your full inflrudbns; novir advance ; 

Proclaim your orders leudly. 
Ser, Romims, Egyptians, hear the queen^s com-- 

Thus Cleopatra bids : Let labour ceafe ; [mand» 

To pomp Had triumphs^ gire this happy day,^ / 

That gave the world a lond ; •tis Antonyt '' 

Live, Antony ; and Cleopatra live; 

Be this the general voice fent'up to heav'n^ 

And ev*ry public place repeat this ccho» 

* Vent, Fine pageantry 4 [^4^*^ 
Ser^ Set out before your doors 

The images o^all your ileeping fathers, 

With laurels crown'd ; witirlaurels wreath your pofts^ 

And ftrowwith flowers thepaiiement; let the prieft 

Do prefent facrifice, pour out the wine^ 

^nd call the gods to join with you in ^ladnefs* 

Vent. Curfe on the tongue that bids this general joy^ 
Can they be friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antony's in danger ? Hide, fdrfhame^. 
You Romans, your great grandfires imager. 
For fear their fouls (hould animate their maiblesv 
To blufh at their degenerate progeny. 

Alexi A love which knows no bounds to Antony*. 
Would mark the day with honours ; wheft all Heav'oi ' 
LabourM for him, when each propitious Aar ' ' 

Stood woeful in his orb, to watch that hour,, 
And (bed his better influence. Her own birt^-day . 
Our-queen neglected, like a vulgar fate,, ^ 

That pafs'd obfcurely by. * 

' Feni. Would^it hii flept, , 
Divided far from, his, till fome remote 
And future age had eaH'd it out, to ruia 
Sbme other prince, not him. 
' Aiex^ Your emperor, 

Tho* grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T*upbraid my queen, for loving him too well. 

Fent» * rk)es the mute'facrifice upbraid the prieft ^ .. 

* He knows himnothis execulMnen . 

^ • Oh> 
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* Oh, (he has deck'd Vis ruin with her love, 

* Led him m golden h^nds ta g^udy il^ughter, 

^ And made perdition pleafing ; ihe has left him 

* The bla^k of-what he was ;* 

I tell thee, eunuch* ihe has quite unmanned him ;. 

Can any Roman fee, and kn<»w him noviTy 

Thus altered frcun the lord of half mankind, 

Vnb^njt, unfinew'dy made a woman's toy, - * 

Shrunk from, the vadft extent of all his honours* 

And crampt within a comer of the world i 

Oh, Antony I 

Thou braTeftfoldier/ and thou beft of ftiendsl " 

Bounteous as natigne ; next to nature's gfd ! 

Couldft thou but make new worlds, fo wouldfl thou give 

As bounty weit thy beu^» Rough in battle» [^» 

As the fim Romans^ when they went to war ; 

Yet^ aft^rTiAoiy, more ptdfuit 

Thani^^ their praying virgins left at home ! 

jikx^ Would you could add to tho£p morefhioing ▼ir*^ 
ICi truth to her who loves him» [tues». 

f^. Would I could not* 
But, wheiefbm waile I jprecious hours with thee ? 
Thou art her darling mitehief^ her chief ea^'me^ 
AmoDV^s other fate. 0«v tell thy queen, 
Vcntiuus is arriv*dy to end her chari^s; 
Let your .£gy^an timbrels play alone ; 
Nor mix effitnnnate founds with Roman truippet^^ 
Yo^ d^e n9t fight for Antony ; go pray» 
And keq;» ypur coward's holy-day in temples* 

[Eji;eurtt Alex, Ser». 
Ai^enter tht CfeMtkman tf M. AntDny. 

a €rent* The emperor approaches^ and commands. 
On pain of death, that none prefume to flay. 

I Gent. I dare not difobey him. \Going out with the others 

FeiiU Well, I dare. 
But I'll obferye l^im %fi unfeen, and find 
Which way his humour drives : the reik I'll venture. 

[Iflthdta^s^ 

Enter Antony, walking with a dljitfrh^d motion before ' 
be jpeaks. 

Anu They tell nje, 'tis my birth-day, and Hlieep it 
With double pomp of iad^s» 

'Ti$. 
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*Ti8 wbat the day defenres, wltich gave me breath* 
Why waa I rais'd the meteor of the world. 
Hung 10 the ikiea, and blazing as I traveU'd, 
'Till all my fires were fpent, and then call downward 
To be trod out by Caefar ^ 

r^Mt, [Afide.'} On my foul 
/Tis mournful, wond*rou8 mournful ! 

Ant, Count thy gains, . 
Now, Antony, wouldfl thou he bom for this T 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has f^arvM thy wanting age* 

Fhtt. [JJkkJ] How lorrow ihakes him ! 
So now the tempeft tears him up by th' roots. 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

Ant. [Having tbnnvn him/elf Jovm^l IM there, thoia 
fhadow of an emperor ; 
The place thou preiTeil on th^ mother earth 
Is all thy empire now : now it contains thee ; 
Some few -days hencf , and then 'twill be too large» 
When thou'rt.contra^ed in thy narrow urn. 
Shrunk to a few coldaibes ; then 0<^Yia, 
{For Cleopatra will not live to fee it) 
06bvia then will have thee all her own. 
And bear thee in her widow'd hand to Caefar. 

• Csefar will weep^ the crocodile will weep, 

* To fee his rival of the univerfe 

* Lie Aill and peaceful there/ I'll think no more on't* 
Give me foine mufick ; look that it be fad* 

ril footh my melancholy, 'till I fwell. 
And burft myfelf with fighing. [Sofi mufic^ 

*Ti8 fqmewhat to my humour, StaVt I fancy 
J'm now turnM wild, a commoner of nature ; 
Of all forfaken, and forfaking all : 
Live in a fhady forefl's fylvan fccne, 
Stretch'd at my length beneath fome blafted oak, 
J lean my head upon the moffy bark. 
And look jn ft of a piece, as I grew from it : 
My.uncomb'd locks, matted like mifletoc. 
Hang o'er my hoary face ; a murm'riog brook 
Runs at my foot- — , 
* Pent, MethinkSj I fancy 

• Myfelf there 100. < 

* Anu 



\ 
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^ Ant. The herd come jumpini; l>y me, 
^ And fearlels, quench their thiriV, while I look on, 

* And take me for their fellow citizen. 

* Moreof tlusimage, moiej it lulls my thoughts. 

* \Bofi mufic again^ 
Vent. I muft difiurb him/ I can hold no longer. 

\StaHdsbifirt him* 
Jnt. [Starting uf."] Art thou Ventidius I 
Vent, ' Arc you AnDony ? 
I'm liker what I was^ than you to him. 
I left vou laft, 
*• Mnt. I'm iangrV. 

* Fent. So am !•'* 

^nt, I would be private. Leave me» 
\ /W.. Sir, I loye you, 

And therefore will not leave you. 

Ant, Will not leave me ! 
Where have you learnt that anfwer } Who.am I f 

Vent. My emperor ; the man I love next Heav'iu 
If I faid mor^, I think 'twere fcarce a fin : 
YouVe all that's good, and god-like» 

Ant* All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then } 

Fent. 'Twias too prefuming 
To fay I would not : but I dare not leave you f 
And 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence . ' 

So (con, when I (o far have come to fee you. 

Ant* Now ttou haft feen me, art thou fatisfy'd ? 
For, if a friend, thou hafl beheld enough, 
And, if a foe, too much. , 

Fent. Look, emperor, this is no common dew, 

ifFe^ing. 
I have not wept this forty years ; but now 
My mother comes afrcfti into my eyes 5 
I cannot.help her foftnefs. 

Ant. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old man, h« 

* The big round drops courfe one another down [weeps t 

* The furrows of his cheeks. Stop 'em, Ventidius, 

* Or I (hail blufh to death ; they fee my ihame, ' 

* That caus'd 'em, full before me* 

* Fent. rildomybeft.' 

Mt. Sure there's contagion in the tetn of fiioMU ; ' 

Sccg. 
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^ce^. I harctaugEtlttoo.^ Believe me, *tig not 
For my own grieft, but thine -^— Nay, father— —» 

Fent, Emperor! 

Jnt. Emperor! Why that's the ftilc of vi^ory* 
Thecon<|u*ringfbldter, red with unfelt wounds. 
Salutes his general fo : but never more 
Shall that found reach my ears. 

Fent, I warrant you. 

Ant* Adium, A^tium ! Oh«— 

Fent. It iits too near you, 

.Ant» Here, here it lies ; a lump of kad by day ; 
, And in my fhort, diftrafted, nighf^ ihimberB, 
The hag that rides my dreams—— 

Fent. Out with it ; give it vcnti 

Ant* Urge not my ikune— ^ 
I loft a battle. 

Fent. So has Julius done. 

Ant. Thou favour'ft me, tind fpf aklt not half thou 
For Julius fought it out, and loft it fairly : [think'ft ; 
-But Antony 

Fent. Nay, ftopnot* 
' Ant. Antony, 

fWell, thou wilt have it) like a coward, fled, 
Fled while hjsibldiers fougfit ? fled fir ft, V^ntidiusr 
Thou iong'ft'to curfe me, and I give thee leave* 
'• I know thou cam*ft prepar'd to rail. 

* 'Fent. I did.* 

Ant.VW hel}> tfaee<^I hare been a man, Ventidius. 

/Tw/.-Yes, and a brave one; but — - 

Ant. I know thy meaning. 
But I have loft m^^ reafon, have difgrac'd 
The name of fbldrer, with inglorious eafe. 
^ In the full vint^of my flowing honours, 
' Sate ftill, and &w it preft by other hands. 
^ Fortune came fmiltng to my youth, and woo'd \tf 
* : Andpurple gre&toefs met my ripen'd years. 
^ When firft I came to emjMre, I was borne 

* On tides of jpeojjlc, crouding to' my triumphs j 

* The wifli or nations, and the willing world, 
• . ReceivM me as its pledge of future peace* 

* I was fo great, fb happy, fb belov'd, 

^ Fate could not ruin me; till 1 took pains, 

z « And 
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* Andwork'd againftmy fortune, chid her from me, 
^ And turn'd herloofe : yet (till fhe camea^in. 

* My carelefs days, and my luxurious nights, 

* At length have wcary'd her, and now (he's gone, . 

* GoBT, spncr dirorc'd forever.* Help me, foldier, 
To curfe this mad-man, this induftrious tool. 

Who laboured to be wrotched. Pr'ythcc curfe met 

rent. No. 

jint. Why? 
\ Fent. You are too fenfible already 

Of what you've done ; too confcious of your failings ; 
\. And like a fcorpon, ,vhipt by others irH 
To fury, fting yourfelf in mad revenge. 
I would brine balm, and pour it in your wounds, 
Cure your diAemper'd mind, and heal your fortunes. 

jfftt, I know thou wouldfl. 

PeMt, I will. 

* jint* Ha,'ha, ha, ha. 

* Fent. You laugh. 

* jfnt* I do, to fee officious love 
^ Give cordials to the dead. 

* Fent. You would be loft then ? 
« jfnt. fam. 

* Fenf. I fay you are not.* Try your fortune. 

^ jint. I have to th'utmoft. Doft thou think me def- 

* Without juft caufe ? No, when I found all loft [perate 

* Beyond repair, I hid me from the world, 

* And learnt to fcorn it here ; which now I dm 

* So heartily, I think it is not worth 

* The coft of keeping. 

* Fent. Cxfarthidcs not fo : 

* He'll thank you for the gift he could not take. 

* You would be kill'd, like TuUy, would you ? Eki 

* Hold out your throat toCaefar, and die tamely. 

* jfyt. No, I can kill myfclf ; and fo refolve. 

* Fent, I can die with you too, when time Ihall ferve 5 ' 

* But fortune calls upon us now to live, 

* To iight, to conquer.' 

^a/. Sure thou dream'ft, Ventidius. * 

;^ Fent. Noj 'tis you dream ; you fleep away your hours 

In defperate floth, mifcall'd plulofophy. 
Up, up, for honour's fake; twelve legions wait you, - 

And 
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And long to c^l you chief. By painful journeys, 

I led 'em, patient both of heat and hunger, 

Down from the Parthian marches, to the Nile. 

'Twill do you good to fee their fun-burnt faces, 

Their fcarr'd cheeks, and chopt hands ; there's virtue in 

They'll fell thofe mangled limbs at dearer rates [>m : 

Than yon trim bands can buy. 

Ant, Where left you them ? •--'^ 

/^///. -Ifaid, in lower Syria. 

Anu Bring ^em hither ; 
There may be life in thefe. 

A^/. They will not come, 

Ant. Why didlV thou mock my hopes with promised 
To double my defpair ? They're mutinous, [aids, 

Fcnt, Moil firm and loyaU 

* Ant, Yet they will not march 

* To fuccour me. Oh, trifler ! 

* Fent, They petitiwi 

* You would make hafte to head *tm» 

* Ant^ I'm befieg'd, 

* Fent. There's but one way lliut up— How came I 
' ^/. I will not (tir. [hither? 

* f^ent. They would perhaps defirc 
' A better reafon. 

Ant, ' I have never us'd 

* My foldiers to demand a reafon of 

* My actions.' . Why did they refufc to march ? /" 
Fent. They faid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Ant. What was't they faid ? 

Fentt They faid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Why ibould they fight, indeed, to make her conquer, 
Ana make you more a flave ? To gain you kingdoms, 
Which, for a kifs, at your next midnight feaft. 
You'll fell to her ? — ' Then ihe new names her jewels, 

* And calls' this diamond fuch or fuch a tax ; 

* £ach pendant in her ear ihall be a province,* 

Ant. Ventidius, I allow your tongue free licence [/^ 
On all my other faults ; but, on your life. 
No word of Cleopatra ; (he deferves 
More worlds than I can lofe. 

Fent, Behold, you pow'rs. 
To whom you have intruiled human kind ; 

C S^e 
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See Europe, Africk, Afia put in balance ; 

And all weigh'd down by one light worthlefs woman ! 

* I think the gods are Antonies, and give, . 

* Like prodigals, this nether world away 

* To none but- wafteful hands*' 

. Ati. You ^row prefuinptuous. 

^eut, I take the privilege of plain love to fpeak. 

Jlnt. Plain love 1 Plain arrogance, plain infolence t 
Thy men are cowards ; thqu, an envious traitor ; 
Who, under ieeming honefty, hath vented 
The burden of thy rank o'erilowing gall. ^ 

Oh, that thou wert my equal ; gr^t in arms 
As the firfl Caefar wad, that I might kill thee 
Without ftain to my honour ! 

yent. You may kill me. 
You have done more already .; call'd me traitor. 

^«/. Art thou not one ? . * 

Ffnt, For ihowing you yourfelf, 
Which none elfe dutft have done. But hj^d I bcea . > 
That name, which I difdain to fpeak agdn, 
I needed not have fought your abjed tortunos. 
Come to partake your fate, to die with you. 
What hinder'd me toVe led my conqu'ring eagles 
To fill 06tavia's bands ? I could have been . ^ 

A traitor then, a glorious happy tr^tor. 
And not have been fo call-d.. 

jint. Foi?giveme, foldier; 
I've been too paflionaie. 

f?«/. You thouglit me falfe ; 
Thought my old age betrayed you. Kill me. Sir ; 
Pray kill me ; yet, you need not, your unkiadnefs 
Has left your fword no work. 

Afit, I did not think fo ; 
I faid it in my rage : pr'ythec forgave me. 
Why didft thou tempt ray anger^ by difeoveiy. 
Of what I would not hear ? 

yenf. No prince but you 
Could merit that fincerity J us'd, 
Nor durft another man have ventured it : 

* But you, ere love mifled your wand' ring eyes, 

* Were fure the chief and beft of human race, 

*' Fram'd in the very pride and boaft cf oature ; 

3 « So 
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* So perfect, that the gods who form*d you w6hder*d 
f At their own ikill, andcry'd, A lucky hit* 

' Has mended our deiign. Their envy hindered, 

* Elfe you had been knmortaly and a pattern 

' When Heav'n would work for oftentation fake, 

* To copy out again/ 
Ant. But Cleopajtra 

Go on ; for I can bear it now, 

Fent. No more, ^"'^ 

Ant. Thou dar'ft not trufl my paffion ; but thou may'ft ; 
Thou only lov'ft, the reft have flattered me. 

Fent. Heaven's bleffing on your heart, for ,that kinit 
May I believe you love me ? Speak again. [word. 

Jtnt* Indeed I do* Speak this, and this, and' this/ 

[Htt^ing biM* 
Thy praifes were unjuft ; but, I'll deferve 'cm. 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt ; 
Lead me to vi6tory, thou know'ft the way. 

Fcnt. And, will you leave this 

JbiL. Pr'vtheedonotcurfeher^ 
And I will leave her; though, Heav'n knows, I love 
Beyond life, conquefi, empire, all, but honour: . 
But I will leave her. ' 

Vent. That's my royal matter^ ^ .* 
And, (hall we fight? ''' 

Ant. I warrant thee, oldfoldxer; 
Thou (halt behold me once agsun in iron. 
And, at the head of our old troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud. Come follow me. 

Fent, Oh, now I hear my emperor ! In that word 
06bvius fell. Gods, let me fee that day. 
And, if I have ten years behind, take all ; 
I'll thank you for th' exchange. 

* Ant. Oh, Cleopatra! 

* Fent. Again! 

* Ant. I've done. In that laft figh, ihewent. 

* Caefar (hall know what 'tis to force a lover 

* From all he holds moft dear. 

* Fent. Methinks you breathe 

* Another foul ; your looks are more divine ; 
^ You fpeak a hero, and you move a god.' 

y£«/. Oh, tliou haft fir'd me 1 my foul's up in arms, 
C z A«d 
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An4 mans each part about me. Once again 
That noble eagcmefs of fight haS feiz'd me ; 
That cagemefs, with which I darted upward 
To Caffius'camp, In vain the fteejpy hill 
Oppos'd my way ; in vain a war oMpears 
Sung round my head, and planted all my fhield ; 
I won the trenches, while my foremoft men 
Lagg d on the plain below. 

Fenu Ye gods, ye gods, 
Pof facih another honour ! 

Ant. Come on, my foldier ; 
Our hearts and arms arc ftill the fame. I long 
Once more to meet our foes y that thou and i; 
Like Time and Death, marching before our froopf. 
May tafte fate to 'em ; mow ^em out a paflage, 
And, ent'nng where the foremaft fquadrens yield, 
Bcgm the noble harveft of the field. \Extunt. 

End of the First Act. 



A C T II. 
, SCENE,* grand Saloon. 

£/j/^r Cleopatra, Iras, and A\t%^. 

Cleopatra. 

WHAT (hall I do ; or whither fhall I turia > 
Ventidius has oVrcorae, and he will go. 
^^-^/<p^. He goes to fight for you. 

Cko, Then he would fee me, ere he went to fight. 
Flatter me n6t : if once he goes, he's loft, 
And all my hopes deftroy'd. 

Alex, Does this weak pafiion 
Eecome a mighty queen ? 

Cleo, I am no queen. 
Is this to be a queen, to be befieg'd 
By yon infulting-Roman, and to wait 
Each hour the vidor's chain ? Thefe ills are fmall ; 
For Antony is lofl, and I can mourn 
For nothing elfe but him. Now come, Odavius, 
1 have no »v>re to lofc j prepare thy baads ; 
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Pin fit to be a captive : Antony 

Has taught my mind the fortune, of a flave. 

/rtf/. Callreafontoaffiftypv. . 

Ckff. I have none, 
And none would have ; my love*8 a noble madnefs, 
Which (hows the caufe deferv'd it. Moderate forrovr 
Fits vulgar love, and for a vulgar man : / 

But I have lov'd with fuch tranlcendent pai^on, 
I foar*d, at firft, quite out of rcafon*4 view, ' 
And now am loft above it.—* No, I'm proud , 

* 'Tis thus : would Antony could fee me now ; 

• Think you he would not figh ? Though he muft leave 

* Sure he would figh ; for he is noble-natur'd, [rap 

* And bears a tender heart : I know him well. ^ 

* Ah, no ! I know him not ; I knew him once^ ^ . ». 

• But now 'tis paft. 

* Iras, Let it be paft with you t 

• Forget him, Madam ► 

* Cleo. Never, never, Iras* ' < 

• He once was mine ; and once, though now ^tis gone, 

* Leaves a faint image of poflelJion ftill. 

* Alex. Thlpk him unconftant, cruel, and ungratcfuL 
*' Cleo* I cannot : if I could, thofe thoughts were vain;; 

• Faithlefs, ungrateful, cruel, though he be, / 

« I flili muft lave him.* ^ V , ' 

Enter Charmion.. 
Now, what news, my Charmion ? 
Will he be kind ? And will he not forfake me ? 
Am I to live or die ? ' Nay, do I live ? 

* Or am I dead I For when he gave his anfwer,. 

• Fate took the word, and then I liv'd or dy'd.^* 
Char, I found him,. Madam 

Cleo, A long fpeech preparing } 
If thou bring'ft comfort,, hafte, and give it me; 
For never was more need.^ 

Iras, I know he loves you. 

Cleo* Had he been kind, her eyes had told me fo^ 
Before her tongue could ipeak it : now ihe ftudies,. 
To foften what he faid ; but give me death, 
Juft as he fent it, Charmion, undilguis'd,. 
And in the words he fpoke. 

Char^ I found him then 

C % Income 
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Incompas'd round, I think, with iron Hatues, 
So mute, fo motionlefs his foldlers ftood, 
While awfully he call his eyes about, 
And ev'ry leader's hopes and fears furvey'd ; 
Methought heJook'd refolv'd, and yet not pleas'd.. 
When he beheld me ftrug^ling in the crowd,. 
He blufli'd, and biide, makeway.. 

ji/ex. There's comfort yet, 

CJbar, Ventidiusfix'd his eyes upon my paflagc 
Severely^ as he meant to frown me back, 
And fallen ly gave place. 1: told my mci^ge 
JuH as you gave it, broken and'difbrderM ; 
I numbcr'd in it all your lighs and tears ; 
And while I mov'd your jpitiful requell, 
That you but only begg*d a laft farewel, 
He fetch'd an inwani groan, and ev'ly time 
I nam'dyou, figh'd, asif his Heart were breaking^ 
But (hun'd my eyes, and guiltily Ibc^A down. 
He feem'd not now that awful Antony 
Who {hook an arm*d aflembly with his ood f 
But making fliow as he would rub his eyes, 
Difguis'd and blotted out a falling tean 

Cleo. Did he then weep ? Andwas I worth a tear ?: 
If what thoU haf!to fay benot as gleafing^ 
Tell me no more, but let me die contented. 

Cbar. He bid me fay, He knew himfelf fo well, 
He could deny you nothing, if he faw you ; 
And therefore ' 

Cleo, Thou would'fl fay, he would not fee mc. 

Cl^ar. And therefore begg'd you not to ufeapowcr ' 
''^ Which he couldllT refift ; yet he (hould ever 
Refpcft you as he ought. 

Cka. Is that a word 
For Antony^ to ufe to Cleopatra ? 
Oh, that faint word, refpedt 1 ' how I dlfd^in it T 
Difdain myfelf, for loving after it ! 

* He fliould have kept that word for cold Odavia y 

* Refped is for a wife. Am I that thing, 
< That dull infipid tump, witliout defires, 

* And without pow-r to give 'em ?' 
jilex. You misjudge; 

You fee through love, and that detudies your fight ; 

* As 
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« As what IS ftreight, fecms crooked through the water 5* 

But I, who bear my reafon undiflurb'd, 

Can fee this Antony, this dreaded man, 

A fearful llavc, who fain wouM run away, 

And (huns his matter's eyes ; if you piirfue him, 

My life on't, he dill drags a chain along, 

That needs mud clog his flight. 

Cleo. Could I believe thee— 

jHex. By every circumftance I know he lovei. 
True, he's hard preft, by intVeft and by honour; 
Yet he but doubts^ and parlies, and cafis out 
Many a long look for fuccour» 

Cieo, He lends word, 
He fears to fee my face. ' 

^exi And would you more ? 
He (hows his weaknefs who declines the combat r ^ 
And you muft urge your fortune. Could he fpeak: 
More plainly ? To my ears, the meflage founds, 
Come to my refcue, Cleopatra^ come ; 
Come, free me from Ventidius ; from my tyrant ; 
See me, and g^ve me a pretence to leave him. lAmarc/^^. 
I hear his trumpets.. This way he muft pafs. 
Pleafe you, retire a while ; Th woik hin>firft, 
That he may bend more eafy, 

Cko. You (hall rule me ; 
But all, i fear, in vain. [Exitwith Char, and Iras». 

Alex. I fear fo too ; 
Though I conceal'd my thoughts, to make her bold': 
But *tis our utmoft means, and fate befriend it* 

[W^thdra^vs. A march till alhare on* 
Enter Li^ors 1331th Fafces ; one hearing the eagle : then enter 

Anthony and Ventidius, followed by other commanders.. 

Ant, Odavius is the minion of blind chance ;: 
But holds from virtue nothing. 

A^«/. Has he courage ? 

Ant^ But juft. enough to feafon him front coward, . 
Oh, 'tis the coldeft youth upon a charge ; 
The moft deliberate fighter I If he ventures-, . 
(As in Ilyria once they lay he did, 
To ftorm a town) 'tis when he cannot chufc^ 
When all the world have fixt their eyes' upon him ; 

And 
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And then he lives on that for fevcn years aft^rj, . 
But at a ciofe revenge he never fails. . . 

Fenr. I hear'd you, challenged him. . 

Ant. I did, Veotidiu*. 
What think' ft thou was his anfwcr ? ^Twas fo tanac.— 
He faid he had more ways than o^ie to die ; 
I had not. 

Fent, Poor! 

Ant. He hag more ways than one : 
Bnt h« would chufe *em all before that onCt 

Fent. He firll would chufe an ague or a fever. 

Ant. No ; it muft be an ague, not a fever ^ . , 
He has not warmth enough to die by that* 

Feiit. Or old age and a bed* 

Ant. Ay, there's his choice. 
He would liye^ like a lamp, to the laft wink^ . 
And crawl upon the utmolt verge of life. 
Oh, Hercules I Why fliov^ld a man like this, . 
Who dares not truft his fate for one great a^^ion,. 
Be all the care of Heav'n ? Why fhould he lord it- 
O'er fourfcore thoufand men, of whom each one 
Is braver than himfelf ? 

* Fcnt. You cpnquer'd for him t 

* Philippi knows it ; there you Ihar'd with him 

« That einpire, which your fword naade all your own^ 

* Ant. Fool that I was, upon ray eagle's wings 

* I bore this wren, 'till I was tir'd with foaring,. 

* And now he mounts above me. 

* Good Heavens, is this, is this the man who braves me? 

* Who bids my age make way ? Drives me before him;' 

* To the world's ridge, andiweeps me off like rubbifh ?** 
Fent. Sir, we lofe time; the troop$^ are mounted all.. 
Ant. Then give the word to march. 

I long to leave this prifon of a town, j 

Tajoin thy legions ;. and, in open field, 
Once more to ftiow my face. Lead, my deliverer^ 
Enter Alexas.. 
Alex. Great emperor. 
In mighty arms renown'd abovemankind^ 
But, in foft pity to th' opprefs'd, a god ; 
This meifage fends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing lord. 

Venu 
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yent. Smooth fycophant ! ^^^ 

^kx. A thoufand wiflics, anci ten thoufand pray'rs, 
Millions of bleiliDgs wait you to the wars; 
Millions of fighs and tears the fends you too, 
And would have fent. 
* As may dear embraces to your arms,* 
As many parting kifTes to you^ lips ; 
But thofe, (he rears, have weary'd you already. 

Fent, [ /yide,'] Falfe crocodile f 

Jlex. And yet flie begs not now, you would not leave 
That were a wi(h too mighty for her hopes, [her, 

And too prefuming (for her low fortune, and your eb- 
bing love,) 
That were a wifh for her mofl profpVous dajrs. 
Her blooming beauty, and your growing kindnefs. 

Ant, [Afide,] Well, I mufl man it out— What would 
the queen? 

Akxs, Firft to thefe noble warriors, who attend 
Your daring courage in the chace of fame, 
(Too daring and too dangerous for her quiet) 
She humbly recommends all (he holds dear. 
All hjpr own cares and fears, the care of you. 

Fent, Yes, witneft A6lium. 

Jttt, Lethimfpeak, Ventidius. 

JJex. You, when his matchlcfs valour bcari him for- 
With ardour too heroick, on his foes, [ward. 

Fall down, as (he would do, before his feet ; 
Lie in his way, and itop the paths' of death ; 
Tell him, this god is not invulnerable. 
That abfent Cleopatra bleeds in him i ^ 
And, that you may remember her petition. 
She begs you wear thefe trifles, as a pawn. 
Which, at your wifh'd return, flic will redeem 

[Gives jewels to the commandefs. 
With all the wealth of jEgypt. 
This, to the great Ventidius ftie prefents, 
Whom fhe can never count her enemy, 
Becaufe he loves her lord. / 

Fent, Tell her, V\\ none ori't ; V' 

Vm not aiham'd of honeft poverty ; 
Not all the diamonds of the eaft can bribe 
Ve;itidius from his faith. I hope to f<pQ 

^ Thcfc 
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Thcfc, and the reft of all her fparkling ftore. 
Where they fhall more defervingly be plac'd* 

Anu And whp rouft wear 'em then ? 
-VenU The wrong'd Odavia. 

Ant. You might have fpar'd thatjivor-d. 

Fenu And file that bribe. 

AnU But have I no remembrance \ 

Alex. Yes, a dear one ; 
Your flave, the queen—— 
. Ant. My miftrefs. 

Alex. Then your miftrefs* 
Your miftrefs would, (lie fays, have fent her (bul^ 
But that you had long fince ; (he humbly begs 
This ruby bracelet, fei with bleeding hearts, 
(The emblems of her own) may bind your arm. , 

[Prefenting a hra^ektm 

Vent. Now, my befllord, in honour's name 1 afk you^ 
For manhood's fake, and foi:your own dear iafety, . 
Touch not thefe poifon'd gifts, 
Infedied by the fender ; touch 'em Act i 
Myriads of bluefl plagues lie underneath *em. 
And more than^aconite has dipt the filk. 

Ant. Nay, now you grow too cynical, Venlidius 5. 
A lady's favours may be worn with honour* 
What, io refufe her bracelet ! On my foul, 
Wl\en I lie penfive in my tent alene, 
'Twill pafs the wakeful hours of winter nights^ 
To tell thefe pretty beads upon my arm. 
To count for every one a foft embrace, 
A melting kifs at luch and filch a time ; 
And now and- then the fury of her love. 
When •^— And what harm's in this ? 

Alex. None, none, my lord. 
But what's to her, that now 'tis pafl for ever. 

Ant. [Going to tie it."] We foldiere arc fo aul^wanU^*^ 
Help me tie it. 

Alex. In faith,, my lord, we courtiers too areaukward 
In thefe affairs ; fo are all men in4eed ; 
* £v'n I, who am not one.' Butfliall I fpeak ^ 

Ant, Yes, freely. 

Alex, Then, my lord, fair hands alone 
Are fit to tie it : fhe who f^nt it c«su, 

Vent. 
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t^ent. Hell ! death ! this eunuch paadar ruins you. 
You will not fee her ? 

. [ Alexas wbij^ers an attendant^ ivbo goes outm 

Ant, But to take my leave. 

Vent. Then I have wafli'd an ^thiop. Y^re undone ! \ ,, 
Y'are in the toils ! y*ate taken ! y'are dcftroy'd ! ^ 

Her eyes do CaelarVwork. 

Ant. You fear too foon. 
Fm conftant to myfelf : I know my ftrength ; 
And yet flie (hall hot think me barbarous neither. 
Born in the depths of Africk ; I'm a Roman, • 
Bred to the rules of foft humanity. 
A gueft, and.kindly us'd, fhsuld bid forewel. 

Vent. You do not know 
How weak you are to her ; how thuch an infant^ 
You are not proof again fl: a fmile or glance ; 
A figh will quite diiarm you. n. 

Ant. See, fhe comes ! 
Now you (hallfind your error. Gods, I thank you ; 
I formM the danger ^fcater than it was. 
And now 'tis n^ar, 'tis leflen*d. 

Fcnt* Mark the end yet. - ^ j 

Enter Cleopatra, Channion, mnd lx9ei)r 

Ant* Well, M&dam, we are met. 

Cleo. Is this a meeting ! 
Then, we piuft part ! 

Ant. Wemuft. 

Cleo, Who fays we muft ? . • • 

Ant. Our own hard fates. 

Cleo* We make .thofe fates ourfelres. 

Ant. Yes, we have made 'em \ we have b^'^l each other 
Into our mutual ruin. 

Cleo. The ^ods hare feen my joys with enTious eyes ; 
* I have no friends in heav'n ;' and all the world, 
(As 'twere the bus'nefs of mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againfl my love ; ev'n you yourfclf 
Join with the reft : you, you are arm'd acgainft me* 

Ant. I will be juftified in all I do 
To late pofterity, and therefore, hear me ; 
If I mix a lie ' 

Wifli any truth, reproach me fiedy with it ; 
EUe, favour me withfilence. 

Oeo^ 
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Cko, You command me. 
And I am dumb. 

Vent, I like this well : he fliows authority* 
^ \ Anu That I derive my ruin 
From you alone ■ 
^"i Cleo, Oh, Heav*ns ! I ruin you ! 

jint. You promlfed me your filence, and you bi'cak k 
Ere I have fcarcc begun. 
Clco, Well, I obey vou, 
\/9nt. When I behela you firfl, it vyas in E^ypt, 
Ere Caeiar faw your eyes ; you gave rae love, 
And were too young to know it ; that I fettled 
Your father in his throne, was for your fake ; 
I left th* acknowledgment for time to ripen. 
Ca^far llep'd in, and with a greedy, hand 
Pluck'd the green fruit, ere the firft blufh of red, 
•^^et cleaving «> the bough. He was my lord, 
^ And was, befide, too great for me to rival. 
: But I deferv'd you firfl, tho' he enjoy'd you. 
^ When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, 
An enemy to Rome, I pardon 'd you. 

Cleo. I cleared my felf 

^;«/. Agam 3aou break your prom ife. 
I lov'd you fliU, and took your weak excufes, 
Took you into my bofom, flain*d by Cafar, 
\ And not half mine : I went to^gyptwith you^ 
And hid me from the bus'nefs of the world, 
Shut out enquiring nations from my fight, 
To give whole years to you. 

rent. Yes, to your fhamc be't fpoken. \AfiJcm 

jtf«/. How I lovM / . 

Witnefs ye days and nights, and all yc hours, 
That dancM away with down upon your feet. 
As all yourbus'nefs were to count my paffion. 
One day palt by, and nothing faw but love ; 
Another came, and ftill 'twas only love ; 
The funs were weary'd out with looking on, 
And I untir'd with loving* . . 

I faw you ev'ry day, and all the day, 
And ev*ry day was ftill butas thefirll; 
So eager was I fl ill to fee you more. 

Fent. 'Tis all too true. . . 

Ant. 
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Anu Fulvia, my wife, grew jealous, 
As (he indeed had reafoH, rai^M a war 
In Italy, to call me back. 

Vent. But yet 
You went not. 

Ant. While wit|bin your arms I lay. 
The worfd fell mouldring from my hands *ach houfi 
And left me fcarce a graip, I thank your lore for't. 
Fent. Well pufliM ; that laft was home. * 
Ck0. Yet may I fpeak } 
Ant. If I have urg*d a fallhood, yes ^ clfe, not. 
Your filence fays I hare not. Fulvia dy'd ; 
(Pardon, you gods, with my unkindnefs dy'd.) 
To fet the world at peace, I took O^via* u — 
This Gafar's filler ; in her pride of youth, 
And flow*r of beauty did I wed that lady. 
Whom blufhing I muftpraife, altho* I left her. 
You caird ; my lofvc obeyed the fetal fummons : 
This raIsM the Roman arms ; the caufe was yours. 
I would have fought by land, where I was ftronger ; 
You hinder'd it : yet, when I fought at fea, 
Forfook me fighting ; and, Oh, ftain to honour ! 
Oh, lafling fhame f I knew tiot that I fled. 
But fled to follow rou. 

Vtnt. What hafte (he made to hoift her purple fallt ^ 
And, to appear magnificent in flight, 
Drew half our ftrength astray. 

Ant. All this you causM. 
And, would you multiply more mini on me f 
This honeft man, my bcft, my only*fnend. 
Has gatherM up the (hipwreck of my fortunes ; 
Twelve legions I have left, my Uft recruits, 
And you have watch'd the news, and bring your ejTS 
To feize them too. If you have ought to anfwer, 
Npw fpeak, you have free leave. 
Alex. Sh« flands confounded s 
Deipair is in her eyes. \^fide* 

Fent. Now lay afigh i'th*way, to ftop his pnilage : 
Prepare a tear, and bid it fbr his legions \ 
'Tis like they fhall be fdd. 

Clio. Howihall I plead my cmife, when you my judge 
Already have condemn'd me ? Shall I bring 

D The 
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The love you bore mc for my adrocate ? 
That now is tum'd againft me, that deftroyt me t 
For loTe once paH, isi at the beft> forgotten. 
But oftner fours to hate : 'twill pleafe my lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'll be guiltv. 
But, could I once have thought it would hare pl^d yott» 
That you would pry, with narrow fearching cyet 
Intd my faults, fevere to my deftru£tion. 
And watching all advantages with care, 
That fcrve to make mc wretched ? Sptik, my lordt 
For I end here* Thoiij^h I de&nre this ufage. 
Was it like you to give U ? 
jfnt. Oh,youwroisgme, 

To think I fought this parting, or defir'd 

T' accufe vou more than what will clear myfelff 

And juftify this breach, 

Cieo. Thus low I thank)rou ; 

And fince my innocence will not offend, 

I ihall not blufli to own it. 
Fenf. After this 

I think {he*ll blufti at nothii^. 
Cieo. You feem griev'd, 

(And therein you are kind) that Caefar firft . 

Hnjoy'd my loVe, though you defcrv'd it better. 

For, had I firft been yours, it would have favM 

My fecond choice ; I never had been his. 

And ne'er had been but yours. But Cacfar firft. 

You fay, poffefs'd my love. Not fo, my lord : 

He firft poffofs'd my pcrfon, you my love ; 

Cafar lov'd me ; but I lovM Anthony. 

* If I endur'd him after, 'twas becaufc 

* I judg'd it due to the firft name of men ; 

< And, half conftrain'd, I gave, as to a tyrant, 

* What he would take by force.' 

Vent. Oh fyren ! fyren ! 
Yet grant that all the love ftie boafts were true. 
Has ftienot ruin'd you? I'ftill urge that. 
The fatal confcquence. 

Cleo. The confequcnce indeed. 
For I dare challenge him, my grcateftfoc. 
To fay it was defign'd : 'tis true, I lov'd you. 
And kept you far from an uneafy wife, 

Sucli 



ALL FOR LOV?; 3i 

Siicli Fulvift was* . 

Yes, but he'll (ay, you left O^biTia for met 

And can you blame tire to receire that love. 

Which quitted fuch defert for worthlefs me ^ 

How often hare I wiih'd fome other Csefar,. ^ 

Great a« the firft, and as thefecondyoung;^ 

Would couri my love, to be reftis'd for you t 

Fenu Words, words ! But Aftium, Sir, rem ember 

A6Hum. 
€bo. Ev*n there, I dare his malice. True, 1 counfelM 
To fight at fea j but, I bctray*dy»u not. 
I fled, but not to the enemy. •Tiras fear ; 
Would I had been a man, not to have fear'd. 
For none would tbca have envyM me your fnendfliip, 
Who envy me your l®vei 

Amt* We're both unhappy ; 
If nothing elfe, yet our ill fortune partr us. 
Speak ! Would you have me perifh-by my flay f 
Oe^* If as a friend you afk mv jud^ent, go ; 
. If «» ft lover, f(ay.. If you muit penfh— 
^s ^ hard word ; but flay. 

Fent. See now the effeas of her fo boafbd lore ! 
She flrives to drag you down to ruin with her ; 
But, could fbefcape without you, Oh, how fcioir 
Would file 1^ go her hold, and haile to ibore, 
AmI never look behind ! 
Qeo. Then judge my love by thi»;^ 

[GMfig AniiKmj € nvritlftif 
Could I hare borne ' 
A life or death, a hapiiineffr^or woe 
From yours divided^ this had ^iv'n me means. 
Ani, B^ Hercules, the writing of (Mbivius ! 
« I know It well : 'tis that proicribing hand, \ ^^ . 

• Young a^ it was, that led the way to mine, '^ 

• And left me but the fecond place in murder'——* 
See, fee, Vcntidius ! h«re he ofiers i^ypt, 

And joins all Syria to it, as a prefent. 
So, iu requital, ihe forfakes my fortunes^ 
And joins hci arms with his. 

Clw* And yet you leave me ! 
You leave me, Anthony; and yet I love jrou* 
Indeed I do i I have retus'4 a kingdom, 

D a That 
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Tliat*8 a trifle ; 

For I could pan with life, with any thing. 
But only yeu. Ob, let me die but wiih you ! 
Is that a hard recjuefi i 

Ant. Next living with you, 
'Tis ail tha^eav'n can give. 

* Alex. He mdu \ we conquer/ \/^Ui% 
CUo.. No ; you iball go : your intVeft calk you henoe \ 

Yes ; your dear int'rcft pulls too (Irong for thefr 

Weak arms toxoid you -here *" ■ ■ \l^dlui bisJwuU 

Go ; leave mc, foldicr ; 

(For you're no more a lover :) leave ine dying ; 

ru(h me all pale and panting from yourbofom. 

And wheh your march begins, let one run after» 

Breathlefs almofl for joy, and cry, (he's dead 1 

The foldiers fiiout ; you then perhaps may figh^. 

And mufler all your Roman gravity ; 

Ventidius chides, and flraight your bxow clean vp^ 

As I had i^ver been. 

Ant. Cjodb, *tAi too muob ! too mvch for ma»«>bqiurt 

C3ee. What Is't for me then, 
A weak forMoeo woman, and a loreri 
Here let me brieathe my lafi ; envy v» noc 
This minute in ypur aims ! I'lfdie ^ apace^ 

* As faft as e'er I can,' and end your troubkb 

Ant* Die i-^Ratherletmeperiihl Loofen'doafun^ 
Leap from its hinges, fink the props of Heav'n, 
And £m the ikies to cruib tKejiecher world. 
My Eyes ! my foUl ! m)r all !— — [^EMrofes. bif4 

* Kent. And what's, tbi* wy, 

' In balance with your fortune, honour, fame I 

* Ant. Whatis't, Ventidioa ! it out^weighs 'em aU ; 
^ < Why, we havi^ more than con^uer'd Caciar now ; 

;^, My queen's not only innocent, but love« me, 

* This, ibis is ihe i^ho drags tofi down to ruin !' 
But, could flie fcape without me, with whathafle 
Would ihe let flip her hold, and make tolhorc, 
And never look behind ! 

Down on thy knees, biafplieraer as thou ^rt. 
And aik forgivenefs of wrpng'd imiocence^ 

Fent. I'll raih^die, than take \u Will you go ? 

Aut. Go ! WhUher I Go ijrom 4II that's ^o^^^ent ! 

* Faitb^ 
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MTsdtb, honour, virtae, all good things forbid, ; ^ 

* That I ihould go from her, who fets my lore 

* AboTC the price of kingdoms. Give, yoikfods/ . 
Give to your boy, your Cxfar, ^ 
This rattleof A glotMs to play wkhal. 

This gu-g%u world, and put him cheaply off: : 
I'll not.be pleasM with left thani Cleopatra* 

Cho^ She's wboUy youn. My heart's b full of joy^ ' 
That I fhall do fomewildextraTaganoe 
Qii love in public ; and the fooliih world. 
Which knows not tendemefi, will think me mad. 
. /^ff/«.Qh, women! women! womea! All the gods 
Have not fuch pow/r of doing good to-man^ 
As you of doing harm. * - [ExiU 

Amu Our men are arm^} 
Unbar the g^be tluit looks ta Cse&tfs camp ; 
I.woald reven^C<the treachery he meant me<| . 
And^ong fecunty makes conquefi eafy; . 
Km eager CO return before I go.; 
For allthe pleafures I have known, beat thick 
On my remembnmce. How I long for night ! 
That both thefweets of mutual love may try, * 
And triumph c»ce o'er Cxiar ere we die« . [Exemu 

BSi>,of thb Second Act, . 



ACT m. 

£«//r Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Alexas, and a train it^ 
Egyptians; Anthony «»/ Romans. . Cleopatra enwns- 
. Anthoiqr* 

AllTHONTv . 

^. TfThoiffibt how thofe white arms would Ibid me in, 
X * And ftrain me ticlc^ and melt me inxo love ; . ^ 

^ So nleas'd with that fweet image, I fprung forwards^. 

' -And added iill my ilrengthto every blow. 

* Cko. Cometo me, come, my ioldier, to my am^,., 

* ' YouVe been too long away from my embraces ; 

* But, when I have you iail» and all my own, 

* With broken murmurs, and with amorous iighs, , 

* I'll (ay, you are unkind,, and pyi^ifh you^ , 
\ And mark you red with many an eager kifs,' . 

D 3 Ant. 
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Cleep Oh, my ipvater Mari ! 

jhu ' Thpu joi^nffb uumdlf my Iove» 

* Suppofe me come from the Phlecnean pfaoiM^ 

* Where gafping giants. lay, deft by my fwonL; 

* And moaatam ttmt,par*id ofireaph other blow^ 

* Tobury thofe I l^v;' jvoeive me,goddeis; 

* ^etCnArfproadhMfttbdlejiettflike Vulcaft, 

* In thy embraces 1 wouldbebehekl 

* Byheav*nandciuihatono69 

*' And m&ke their envy wJiattheyimentthe^rport* 

* Let thofe who took us bluih : I would love oa 

* With awful i(ai3e, tegaidlefs of their frai«irnS| 
*. Ai their fu^rior god.* ^ 

There s nofiitiety oflove in thee ; 
£njoy*d, thou ftj^itn new ; perpetual fpiii^ 
Is in thy arntia ; the ripen'd fruit but fiJb, , 
And blofloins rife to fill its empty piace^ 
And I grow rich by giving. 

E«i£r Ventidius, ondBatUls fipart^ 

Alex. Oh, now the dangers paft; youAgeneral comet » 
He joins not in your joys^ nor minds your triumphs : 
But^. with contracted browa^ looks^^wningxxii 
As envying your fuccefs. 

Anu Now, on my foul, he loves me, truly loves me ; 
H#j|igUf flattered me in an}jL vice« 
But awes me^ith his virtue i eveii this minute '. 
Methinks he has a right of chiding m6« J 

Lead to the temple ; I'll avoid his. pre&nce. 
It checks too flrong upon me. ^ [Exeunithirifi. 

[As Anthony iig9inj^^VtnU&\x% fuUs him^thfrAip^ 

yent. Emperor ! , 

Ant. 'Tistheold argument 5 Ipr^ythee (pare me. 

Venu But this one hearings emperor. 

^;«/. Letgo 
My robe ! or, by my father Hercules—— 

Vent. By Herculcs's father-— that's yet greater, 
I bring you fomewhat you would wifli to know. 

Anu Thou feeft we are obferv'd; attend me here^ 
And I'll return. ^ \Exit. 

Fent. I'm waning in^is favour^ yet I love him ; . ' 

I love' 
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I losetlu^ mm^ .wK^^nmi td meet hh rulrf J 
And fure the gpcUyUKe mev ar^ fiMi4t>f kirn ; 
His virtue^ lie (b nviag^ed with hkcHmef, 
As would confound their choice U> punifh ottey 
And not rewi^ tbt^other. 

£«#rr AnthonjTii 
jffii, \jre csin conquefji 
You {ee^ without your aid. 
We have diflodg'cl their troops, 

< They look onus at-diftsmcb, and, likecuit 

* Scap'd frqinr the lion's paws, they bay far ofi^ 

< And lick their wounds^ and faintly threafeen wan* 
Five thou&nd Ronians, with their niceaupiiKanl^, 
Lie breathlefs on the' plain* 

rent. 'TiiwclU andhfc 
Who loil 'em, cdultf hive fpar'd ten thoufand mtxn^i 
Yet if„ by this ;idvants^|e, you couW gam 
An eaiier peace, while Caefar doubts the chance 
Of arms .■ ■ 

j^nt. Oh, yynk not on't, Ventid2u» ! 
The boy puffires my ruin ; he'U no peace ! 

* His malice is confiditrateirf advanti^ ; 

^ Oh, he's cRecpoleft nieJKterer! fe fiaunck; 

* He kills and %«iBps hii temper.* 
^<?»/< Haveyoi) no friend 

In all his army, who has power to nk>ve him r 
Mecgaaa^or Agrippn, might do mt&dl. 

* ^ff^ftetf^ei^h loo deep ia^arfar'sihiere^ 

* We'll worfeitom by dtet of fword^ or pertflil 

* Fent^4 FainlwouM findlbmeoriier* 
. * Aat. Thaiik thy lore. 

* Some four or fiyo fudivii£toi»eeas dsis 

* Will fave thy farther pains. 

* yent^ Exp^^namore; CsBfariaon his guaid^ 

* I know, Sir, you have copqqer^d s^nft odds ; 

^ But (Hll you draw< fU^plies from one poor town ». 
^ And of iEgyptia&s ; he has all the world, 

* And, at his beck, nations come pouring in, 

* To fill the gaps yOu mal^e.' Pray, think again* 
jiftt* Why doft thou drive me from myfclf| to feasch 

For foreign aids ; to hunt my memory. 
And ranee aU*Q?er.a. wide and toiren^pjiac^ 

To 
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To 9ad a friend ? The wretched hsv« no <i 
Tet 1 had one^ the bnnreft youth of Rome, . 
Whom Caefar loves beyond the love of women | 

* He could lefoive his mbd^ as fire does wax, 
*' From that hard ragged image- melit him dovni 

* And moulid him in wbat^ioRer finrm he pleas'd** 
f^t. Him would I fee ; that man of all the world t 

Jufl fuch a.oBC wewant,. 

jint. He IotM me tooi .' 
I: was his foul*; he liv'd not but in me p 
We were fo closM within each other's breadsi 
The ritets w^rc not found that join'd us fifft, 

* That'dves not reach -us yet : We were fo mixt 
' As meeting ftreams, both to ourfelves were lofl ; 

* We were one mafs ; we could not give or take 
'*But.&Qm the fame : forhe was I, 1 he« 

* Fcnt^ He moves as I wouldwiihhim* [iff^V* 

* Jnt.* *Aktr this, 

I- need not tell his name : 'tWas Dolabella. 

Fhit^ He's now inrCsefarVc^impv 

jiftt. No matter where^ 
ftnce he's no longer mine. Hetook'Unkindly* 
That I foibade him Cleonatra's firiit ; 
Becaufel tear'd helov'd her. ^Heconfeft 

* He had a warmth, which, for my fake* heftifled j ^ 

* For 'twere iikipoffible that two fo' one 

* Should not hav&lov'd the fame.* When lie departed^ • , 
^ * He cook no leave j and that confirmM my thoughts. 

^ * Fent. Is argues that he lovM ^ou more than«her> * 

* Elfe he had ibid ; but he i>erceiv'd you jealous^ 

* And would not grieve his friend : I know he loves you*:, 

* j^nt. I ihouldhiave feen him then . ere^ now. 
^Fent. Perhaps 

^ He his thus long been laboring foryour pc^c« . 

* Aftt.* Would he were 'here. 

Fieni, . Would you believe he lov'd you ? • 
I lead your anfwer in your eyes you would*:^ 
Not to conceallt longer, he has fent- 
A meilenger from Csefar's camp, with letters* 

^ittt» Let him appear. 

Fent. I'll bring him infhintly. 
\ lExii VentidiuS) 4mJ re^^Mers immMaiely v/iii Dolabella* 

Mtm 
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Aiu. 'Xu ke himfeU; himlicin 1^ holy ffiendflup ! 

\Runst9 tmUti^stbimk 
Art thou returned at )aSi^ my better lulf ! 
Come, give me all mjielf ! 

* Let me not live, 

* If the young bridegroom, longjing for hk nightp 

* Was ever half fo fond^' 

I>oU ImuHbeiilentf &r my ibul is bu(y 
About a nobler work* £heV new come home |; 
Like a Iqi^ abfent man, and wanders o*er 
Each room, a Jft^ranger to her own, to look 
If all be fafe; 
• Ahu -Thou haft what's loft of me ; 
' Fori amjiowfb funk £roi^ what I was, 
' Thou find*ft me at my loweft water^ma^ck^ 
' The rivers dbat ran tn, ^u^'r^'d my foriuacn^ 
' Are all dryM up, or take another courfe i 

* What I have left is from mjf wtiv« fpii»g:^t 
^ I've flill 9 &eajrt that fwells, in fcor|i of f^^^ 

* Andlifts me tomy banks, 

* Dot. Still yf»^ z» loid of all tb^ world to tim* 
' Anu Why, then I yet am foy, for thou an aUl 

* If I had any y^ whftn thou wert abCenti 

* Igrudg^dittdmyjfelf; i^^fthonght I cgM>U 
« Hiecof thy part/ R^t^ph, my Dolab«Ua ! 
Thou haft beheld jae.o(th^ than i aiKk^**^«~ 
H^ thou »ot ieen my mormnji; cjhambtift fiB*d 
With fcepier'd flaves, who^wattedtojbhitevif i 
With eafterp mofta^chs,^ whfofoi»p]t theii^^ 
To worftiip my uprifing ? MeniaTkingi 

* Ran cour&ig.upandapiir» q^ky mlaQp*yi04t^ 
Stood fileht lAtisor piiefqi^sK,,. wiitcVd my •]ftt| 
And, at my leaft <;wnm«Ad« ai). fUtfOed o«|| 
Like racers to the-gpaU • 

DoL Slaves to your fiMtunf*. 

Afi$. Fortune is C^eiarVaow i aaiwitbac am II 

Vent. What you have-mado youri^UV I will not ftnteiw 

A^nu Is this friendly don^ \ ■ ■ h 

Del. Yes, wheAhis^odi^foi^I mMitjpittvrithhioii • 

Indeed I muft, and yet you muft jx(^ cltidls i 

Why am I elfe your ftiend ? 
yf«^ Take.bi9e4g.y9u^g9iatii^ . ^ ' 
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How thou upbrsnd'ft my lave ! The queen has eyes^ 
And thou too haft a foul ! Canft thou remember 
When, fweird with hatred, thou beheld^ft her firft, 
As accclfery to thy brother's <teath ? 

Dol. Spare my remembrance ! 'twas a guilty day^ 
And ftiUthe bluih hangs here. 

j/ittt. To clear hcrfelf. 
For fending hini no aid, (lie came from Egypt^ 
Her galley down the filver Sydnos row'd. 
The tackling filk, the llreamers wavM with gold ; 
The gentle winds were lodg'd in purple fails : 
Her nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were plac'd j' 
Where (he, another fea-bom Venus, lay. 

DoL No mom ! I would not hear it ! 

^t. Oh, you muft ! 
She lay^ and kant her cheek upon her hand|. 
And caft a look £o languiihingly fweet, 
As if, iecuire of all beholders hearts, 
Neglettng Ihe couM take *em ! Boys, like Cupidsi, 
Stood fanning with their punted wings, the windsi 
ThatpkyM about her face : but if (he fmilM, 
A darting glmy feem'd to bhize abroad' ; 
That men? during tycs were never wearyM, ^ 

But hung upon the obje^ ! To foft flutes 
The filver oars kept time ; and while they playM, 
The hearing gave new pleafure to the fight. 
And both to thought. 'Twas heav^i, or fomewhat more !: 
For ihe f^^harm'd all hearts, that gazing crowds 
Stood panting on the fliore, and wanted breath 
To i^Tc their welcome Toice : 
Then, Dolabellii^ where was then thy foul f 
Was not th]r fury quite d?fahn'd With wonder f 
Didft thou not Ihrink behind me from thofe eyes, 
\ And whifper in my ear. Oh, tell her not 
^That I accusM her of my bfother*^ deatK^ 

D0L And fhottld my weaknefs bea plea for yours ^ 
Ifine was an age^whea love ndght be excusM, 
* When kindly warmth, and lehen my fpringing youth. 
< ^ade i(> a debt to nature.' Yours--^* 

rent. Speak boldly. 
Yours, he would fay, in your declining age, 
5 Wlien no more heat waa left iMit what you ferc*d; 

• Whoa 
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* When all the (ap was needilil for the troink, 

* When it went down, then the/ conftra'm'd the courfi^ 

* And n>bb'd firoin nature to fupply defire^* 
In 70U (I would not ufc £0 harfli a word| 
TU but plain dotage* 

jint. Ha ! 

Dpi. *Twa$ urg'd too home* 
But yet the loCs was private ^at I made t 
Twas but myfelf I loft : I loft no legions | 
I had no world .to lo£e, no oeople^ love. 

jinK Thir fiom a friend? 

DpL Yes, Antxmy, a true one ; 
A friend fo tender^ thst each word I fpeak 
Stabs mv own heart,, before tt reach your ear. 
Oh, judj^ me not lefs kind becaulc I chidf ; 
To Ciflefar I exicufe tou* 

^n/. Oh, ye gods! 
Have I then hv*d to be excusM to Ccfiur ! 

2)«/« As to your equal. 

jht. Well, he's wxt my eoual.: 
While I wear this, he ncTer fliall be most. 

i>#/. I bring conditioBS firwn him« 

jiui. Alt they nol^ ? 
Methinks thou ihould'ft not bring 'cm elfe ; yei he 
Is full of deep diflembfiag ; knows no honour 
Divided from his int'r^. ' Fate miftook him ; ' 

* For nature meant him f<nr an ufurer ;^ 

He*s fit, 'indeed, to buy, not conquer kbgdoms* * 

fTent, Then, granting this. 
What pow'r was theirs who wrought fo hard m tempeif 
To honourable terms ? 

jtnt. It was my Dolabella, or fome god*^ 

Del. Not I ; nor yet Mecawas, nor Agrippa: 
They were your enemias ; and I a friend 
Too weak alone ; yet 'twas a Roman deed. 

Ant. 'Twas like a Roman done : JShow me that man 
Who has preferv'd my life, my love, my honour ; 
Let me but fee his face. 

Feni. That taik is mine, 
And, Heav'n, thou know'fi how pleaiing. \ExitYTtiU 

D^l. You'll remember 
To whom you ftandoblig'd ? 

i Ant. 



4|i ALL FOR XO VB. 

Anu Wken I forget it, 
Jld'tluDtt unkind, and that's my^ greateft curfe. 
My queen Ihali thank him too. 

Dol. Ifearfhewill^ioc. 

Ant. But ihe ihall do't. The quct^ AjjrSol Atflla t 
Haft thou not ftUl fome grud^ngs of thy tet^ i 

Doh I would not fee her knb 

Ant. When I feifiktlierY 
Leave me, my better ftan ; for fiiekai tntth 
Beyond her beauty. CttTar tempted ker> 
At no tefs price than kingcb At, mbctf^^ Hit t 
But fhe renfted all : and yet itou:chid^ilf nt 
"^ForloringhertxioweH.. Couldldoilb? 

Del Yet ; there's my reafon. 
tU-^nUr Ventidius, nuUh Odafk^ i!r4idU»^ Amoiiy'irKV* 
little DttughttHPSm 

Am. Where? Oftayia there:! [SmtHnghtKl^ 

^ Ktnt^ What is Ihe poifoh.ta>you } a dlfi»ie > 
Look on her ; view her well, and tbofe ihe 'brittgt 8 
Are they all ftrangers to your eyes ? Hal nature 
Ko fecret call, tio wkifper : thejr are yoars ? 

jyoU For ihame, my loid, if not for love, fe^i^^e *em 
With kinder eyes. Ir you confefsa-man. 
Meet 'bn, embitKe 'cm, bid *em welcome to von. 

* Your arms ihottld«pen, cv^ without your kndwkdlfe^ 
^ To claip 'em in $ your feet fhould turn to wingi^ 

* To bear you to *em ; and 3rour eyes dart out, 

^ And aimaJciis, ere you- could reach their lips/ 
Anu I flood amaz'd to think how ^ey oame hither. 
^W. Ifentfoi^^em; I brought ihem in, unknown 

To Cleopatra's guards. 
I>oL Yet are you cold \ 

* OB. Thifs long I have attended for my welcome ; 
Which, as a flranger, fure I might evped. 

^ Who am I ? 

Anu Caefar's fifier. 
Oa. That's unkind ! 
Had I been nothing more than Caefar's Mer, 
Know, I had ftill remain'd in Ca^r*s camp ; 
But your Octavia, your much injur'd wife, 
Tho* banilh'd from your bed, driv'n from your houfb, 
In fpite of Cxfar's filler, flill is yours. 

X 'Tis 
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*Ti9 true, I hare si heart difdains your coldncfs, 
And prompts me not to feek what you ihould offer : 
But a wife s virtue fHU furraounts that pride : 
I come to claim you as my own ; to fliow 
My duty firfl, to afk, nay beg, your kindncfs ; 
Your kand,^my lord ,• 'ti« mine, and I will have it. 

{Taking his hand* 

Venu Do, take it, thou defcrv'ft it, 

DoL On my foul, 
And fo ftie does : • She's neither too fubmlffi^, 

* Nor yet too haughty ; but fo juft a mean 

* Shows, as it otight, a wife, and Roman too.* 
Anu I fear, Ooavia, you have begg'd my life* 
Oa. Begg'd it, my lord ? 

Autt, Yes, begg'd it, my ambafladre(s ; 
Poorly and bafely begg'd it of your brother. 

0/?# Poorly and bafqly, I could never beg ; / 
Nor could my' brother grant, y/ 

Ant* Shall I, whoj to niy kneeling flavc, CouW fay. 
Rife up, and be a king; fhall I fall down 
And cry, forgive me, Csefar f * Shall I fet 

* A man, my equal, in the place of Jove, 

* As he coula give me being ?' No ;, that word. 
Forgive, would choak me up, 

. And die upon my tongue. 
DoU You fhall not need it, 

Anu I will not need it. Come, you've all betray'il 
me— 

* My friend too ! To receive fome vi!e conditions.* 
My wife has bought me, with her prajxrs and tears 5 
And now I muft become her branded flave. 

In ev'iy peevilh mood (he will upbraid 
The life Ihe gave. If I but look awry. 
She cries, I'll tell my brother^ 

OHn My hard fortune 
Subjc6t8 me flill to your unkind raiflakcs* ' 

But the conditions 1 have brought are fuch J^ 

You need not bluih to take : I love your honour, ^ 
Becaufe 'tis mine. It sever (hall be faid 
Odavia's bufband was her brother's flave. 
Sir, you are ftce 5 free ev'n from her you loath ; 
For^ the* my brother bargains for your love> 

E Make^ 
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Makes me the price and cement of your peaces 

I have a foul like yours ; I cannot take 

Your love as alms, nor beg what I deferve. 

ni tell my brother we are reooncii'd ; 

He {hall draw back his troops, and you fhall march 

To rule the eafl : I may be droptat ;Athens ; 

No matter where, I never will complain, 

But only keep the barren nam^e of wife. 

And rid you of the trouble. 

Fent. Was ever fuch a ftrife of fulkn honour ! 
Both fcorn to be oblig*d« 

Dol. Oh, (he has touched Jiim in the tender'ft part. 
See how he reddens with defpight and ihame 
To be out-3one in generofity ! 

* FiHt, See how he winks ! how he dries up a tear 
* That fain would fall I' 

Ant. Odavia, Ilxave heard you, and muftpraifc 
The grcatnefs of your foul ; 
But cannot yield to what you have proposed : 
^For I can ne'er be conquer'd but by love ; 
/ And you do aU for duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Athens ; was't not fo } 

O^, It was, my lord. 

Ant. Then I muft be obliged 
To one who loves me not ; who, to hcrfelf, 
May call me thanklefs and ungrateful man« 
ril not endure it ; no. 

f^ent. I'm glad it pinches there- 
on. Would you triumph o'er poor OAavia's virtue } 
\That pride was all I had to bear me up ; 
That you might think you ow'd me for your life. 
And ow'd it to my duty, not my lovc> 

* I have been injur'd, and my haughty Jfeul 

* Could brook but ill the man who ft^ts my bed.* 
Ant. Therefore you love me no^. 

O^. Therefore, my lord, 
I ihould not love you, 
< ^ Ant. Therefore you would leave mc« 

OB. And therefore I ihould leave y<ou-*-^I oould* 
D»U Her foul'^ too great, after fuch ia>ucte8, 
To fay fhc loves ; and yet ihe lets you fee it* 
tier modeily and iilence plead her caitfe* 

Ann 
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jttt. Ohy DoIabeHfe ! which way Ihall I turn ? 
I find a fecret yielding in my foul : . ' 

Bat Cleopatw, who would die with me, ^ 

Muft fliebc left ? Pity pleads for06tavia ; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra ? 

Fent, Juftice and pity both plead, for 06bavia ; 
For Cleopatra, nckher. 
Ode would be ruin*d with you ; but flic fir ft 
Had ruin'd you : the other,, you have ruin'd. 
And yet fhe would preferve you. 
In ev*ry thing their merits are unequaK 

j^nt, Ob, my diftra<aed foul ! 

0<f?, Sweet Hea^'h, oompofe it. 
Come, come, my lord, if lean pardon you^ 
Methinks you mould accept it.. Look on thefe r 
Are they not yx>urs ? Or ftand they thus negle<^ted 
As they are mine ? Gio to him, children, go, 
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, fpeak to him j 
*• For you may fpeak, and he may own you too, 
^ Without a blufli ; and fo he cannot all 
* His children. Go, I fay, and pull him to me, 
^ And pull him to yourfelves, from that bad woman r*" 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his arms ;. 
And you, Antonia, clafp about his waift ; 
If he will ihake you off, if he will daih you 
Againft the pavement, you muft bear it, children j 
for you are mine,, and I was bom to fuffer. 

[Here the Cl^ildren go to him^ fcftv 

Fent, Was ever fight fo moving ! Emperor ! 

Dol. Friend! 

Oa. Hufband! 

Both Child. Father? y 

Ant. I am vanquiih'd ; Take mey 
Odavia ; take me, children ; (hare me all. 

[Emhaclng tieoH 
IVe been a thriftlefs debtor to your loves, 
And run out much in riot, from your ftock ;. 
But all fhall be amended. 

Oa. Oh, blefthour! 

Del, Oh, happy change ! 

FtJit*. My joy ffops at my tongyie !• 

E.2. •'But 
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* But it has found two channels here for one, 

* And bubbles out above.* 

jint. [To Od.] This is thy triumph ; lead me where 
thou wilt> 
Even to thy brother's camp. 
O/?. All there are yours. 

Enter Alexas, hqfiily, ^ - 

^ Alex, The queen, my miftrefs. Sir, and yours — — . 
\^ Ant,, *Tis paft, 06tavia, you (hall flay this night ; 
jTo-morrow, Caefar and we are one. 

W^Ex, leading Od. Dol. and the Children fslk^M. 

Vent, There's news for you ! Run, my officious eu- 

Be fure to be the firft ; hafle forward : [nueh, 

Hafte, my dear eunuch, hafte, \Exiti 

* Alex, This downright fighting fool, this thick-fcull'd 

* This blunt unthinking inftrument of death, [hero^ 

* With plain dull virtue, has out-gone my wit. 

* Pleafure forfook my early'fl infancy ; 

* The luxury of others robb'd my cradle, 

< And ravifh'd thence the promife of a man* 

* Caft out from nature, dilinherited 

* Of what her meancft children claim by kind ; 

* Yet, greatnefs kept me from contempt : that's gone. •• 

* Had Cleopatra followed my advice, 

* Then he had been betray'd, who now forfakes. 

* She dies for love ; but ftie has known its joys : 

* Gods, is this juft, that I, who know no joys, 

* Muft die, becaufe (he loves ? 

* Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and train^ 

* Oh, Madam, I have feen what blafts my eyes ! 

* 06lavia*s here ! 

* Cleo, Peace with that raven's note ! 

* I know it too ; and now am in. 

* The pangs of 'death. 

* Alex, You are no more a qveen ; 

* ^gypt is loft. 

* Cleo, What tell'ft thou me ofJEgypU 

* My life, my foul is loft ! 0£lavia has him ! 

* Oh, fatal name t© Cleopatra's love I 

* My kifles, my embraces now are hers ; 

* While I— —But thou haft feen my rival ; fpeak, 

* Do«8 (he deferve this blcffing ? Is (he fair ? 

* Bright 
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* Bright as a gpddeis ? And is all perfection 

* CoBdSnM to her i It is. Poor I was made 

* Of that coarfe matter, which, when ihe was iinifli'd , 

* The gods threw by, for rubbiih. 

* ^kx» She is, indeed, a very miracle. 

* Cle^, Death to my hopes^ a miracle ! 

*" j^lex* A miracle— [Bowingm' 

* I. mean of gpodnefs ; for in beauty, . Madam, 

* You make all wonder ceafe. 
« Cle». I wasfoorafti: 

* Take this in part of recompence*- But, Oh, 

** I fear thpu flattered me. [GMng a ring^. 

^ Char* She comes ! She's here 1 
^ Iras. Fly, Madam, Csefar's filler T 

* Cleo* Were (he the lifler of the thund'rcr Jove, , 

* And bore her brother's lighi'hing in her eyes, 
** Thus would I face ray rival.. 

Enttr QQarfvx vjith Ventidius, 0(Et. hears up to Clecv 

OB. I need not afic if you are Cleopatra^, * 
Your haughty carriage — ^- 

* Cko. Shows I am a queen*. 
♦* Nor need I a& who you areip. 

* OB, A Roman : 

^ A nan^e that makes, and can unmal2e a queen. 

* Cleo, Yourlord, themanwhofervesme, isaRomaffl^ 

* OB. HewasaRomap^ tillheloft that name. 
*- To be a flave in ^Egypt ; but I. come. 

*■ To free him hence. 

* Cleo, Peace, peace, my lover^ Jpno. 

* When he grew weary of. that houfliold-dog^. 
*• He chofe my eafier bonds*. 

* OB. I wonder not 

•" Your bonds are eafy j you have long been pradtia'd 

^ In that lafcivigus art. He*s not the firil 

•• For whom you fpread your fnares : let Csefar wltnefi*- 

* Cleo. I lov'd notCasfar; *twas but gratitude 
^ I paid his Jove ; , the word vour malice can, 

^ • Is but to fay the^greateft of mankind 
** Has been my flave. The next, but far above him 
** In my efleem, is he whom law caU*^ yours, 
^ Sut whom his love made minet 
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* O^, I would vi^w nearer [Coming uf chfi t(y hir^^ 

* That face, which has fo long ufurp*d my right, 

* To find th' inevitable charms, that catch 

* Mankind fo fure, that ruinM my dear lord. 

* Cleo. Oh, you do- well to fearch ; for had you kno\yn 

* But half thefe charms, you had not lofl his heart, » 

* 0£l^ Far be their knowledge from a Roman lady„ 
** Far from a modeft wife. Shame of our fex ! 

* Doft thou not blufhi to own thofe black endearment 

* That make fin pleafing ? 

* Cleo. You may blulh,. you want 'em, 

* If bounteous nature,' if indulgent heav'ii, 

* Have given mecharjns to pleafe the braveil man^. 

* Should I not thank 'em ? Should I be afham'd, 

* And not be proud ? I am, that he has lov'd me ; 

* And, when I love not him, heav'a change this face 

* For one like that. 

* OH. Thou loy'ft him hot fo well, 

•» CUe. I love him better, and deferve him more. 

* 0<J?. You do not ; cannot : you have been his ruin. 

* Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra ? 

* Who made him fcorn'd abroad, but Cleopatra ?; 

* At A^ium, who betrayM hiin ? Cleopatra., 

* Who made his children orphans, and poor me 

* A wretched widow ? Only Cleopatra. 

^ * Cleo* Yet (he who loves him beft is Cleopatra^ 
*'lf you have fuffer'd, I have fufFer'd. more. ' 

* You bear the fpecious title of a wife, 

* To gild your eaufe, and draw the pitying world ' 

* To favour it : the world contemns poor me ; ^ 

* For I have loft my honour, loft my fame, 

* And ftain*d the glory of my royal houfe, 

* And all to bear the branded name of miftrefs*. 

* There wants but life, and that tpo I would lofc 

* For him I love, 

* OB. Be't fo then ; take thy wi(h. {Exit cum/uisn 

* Cleo, And 'tis my wilh. 

* Now he is lofl for whom alone I liv'd. 

* My fight grows dim, and every objedt dances, 

* And fwims before me, in the maze of death. 

* My fpirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up ; 

* They dould not fink beneath a rival's fcorn ; 

* But now file's gone they faint. 

^.. ' Akx. 
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* Mx, Mine hav^ had leifUre^ 

* To rccoHe<5l their flrength, and furnifh counfel,. ; 

* To ruin her ; who elfe muft ruin you. 

* Cleo, Vain promifer ! 

* Lead me, my Charmion ; nay, your hand too, Iras,. 

* My grief has weight enough to. fii^k you both, 

* Conau6t me to fome Iblitary chabber, . 

* And draw the curtains round ; 

* -Then leave me to myfelf, to take atone 
•* My fill of grief: 

* There 1 till death will his unkindnefs, weep r 

* As harmlefs infants mpan themfelves aflcep/ " 



ACT IV.. 

S'CENE, .^f Saltfoft.. 

Enter Antony and Dolabeiki*, 

DOLABBLLA* 

WHY would yo\i (hift it from yourfelf on me ?r 
Can you not tell Htr you muft part ?. 

Ant, 1 cantiot. 
1 could pull out an eye,- and'bid it go, 
And t'other (hould iQot weep. Oh, Dolabcll^,, 
How many deaths are in this word depart ! 
I dare not truft my tongue to tell her fo : 
One lopk of hers would thaw me into tears^/ 
And I-ftiould melt till I were loft again. . 

Dol. Then let Ventidios ; , 

He*s rough by nature. 

j^fit. Oh , he'll fpeak too harfhly ; 
He'll kill her with the news : thou, only thou.. 

Vol. 'Nature has caft'me in fo foft a mould. 
That * but to hear a ftory feign'd for plcafure 

* Of fome fad lover's death, moiftens my eyes, 

* And robs me of my manhood.*— —I (hould fpeak 
So faintly ; with fuch fear to grieve hljr heart, 
She'd not believe it eameft, 

j^nt, . Therefore ; therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit ; Think thyfclf m^i , 



Ahd' 
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And whcfii thou fpeak-A (but let it firft'be longj. 
Take offtbe edge from eyciy fharper found, 
And let our parting be as gently made 
As other loves begm. WiU thou do this ? 

DoL What you have faid fo finks into my foul^^ 
That, if I muil fpeaky I ihallfpeak jufl fo. 

Ant* I leave you then to your fad taik ; FareweU 
I fent her word to meet you» 

[Goes to the doofy and comes hach^ 
I forgot ; 

L.tt her.be told, rfl.makc her peace with nsinct 
Her crown and dignity fhall.be prefcrv*d» 
If I have pow'r with Caefai^— -Oh, bcfure 
T»4bu^.oa^bmt.. 

Dol, Fear nor, I will remember. 

[hnKony goes agam tothedoor^ and comes hac]^^ 

Ant, And tell her, too, how muck I was confbain'd ^ 
I did not this, hut with extremeii force.. 
Defire her not- to hate my memory. 
For I ilill cheriih hers ;. infill on that*. 

DoL - Truft me, . Til not forget it,. 

Ant, Then that's all.. [Goes out^ , and returns ageUstm^ 
Wilt thou forgive my fondnefs this once more?. 
Tell her, tho' we fhall never meet .again,. 
If I (hould hear fhe took another love,, 
The news would break my heart — Now I muft go j 
For every time I have returned, I feel 
My foul n^ore tender ; and my^next command 
Would be to bid her llay, and ruin both. \^Exif^ 

DoL Men are but children of a larger growth, 
Our appetites as apt to change as theirs. 
And full as craving too, and full as vain; 
And yet tho foul,, fhut up in her dark room, 
Viewing fo clear abroad, at home fees nothing; 
But, like a mole in earth, bufy and blind. 
Works all her folly up,, and cafis it outward 
To the world's open view : Thus I difcover'd^ 
And blam*d the love of ruin'd Antony ^ 
Yet wifh that I were he, to be fo rum'd.. 
Enter Ventidius ahyve* 

^«/. Alone, and talking to himfelf ! Concem'd too Ji 
Rerhaps my guefs is right; he lov'd her once, 
And may puifue it ftill* 

DoU 
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2>#/. Oh, friendfliip! frLendfliipr 
III canft thou anfwer this 5 and reafon, worfc : 
Unfaithful in th' attempt ; hopelefs to win : 
And, if I win, undonew Mere madnefs all. 
And yet th' occafion fair. What injury / 

To him, to wear the robe which he throws by ? \ 

Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I wifh. 

To ruin her yet more with Antony* \,Afide^ 

Knter Cleopatra, talkijig ivith Alexas ; Chajrmiony Iras, 

on the other fide. 

DoL She comes! What charms have forrow on that: 
face ! 
Sorrow feems pleas 'd to dwell with fo much fweetnefs ; 
Yet, now and then, a melancholy fmilc 
Breaks loole, like lightning in a winter's night. 
And (hows a moment's day. 

f^ent. If llie fliould love him too ! her eunuch there f 
That porc'pifce bodes ill weather. Draw, draw nearer. 
Sweet devil, that I may hear. 

Alex, Believe me j try 

[Dolabella goes over to Charmioa and Iras ; feema 
to talk iwth them* 
To make him jealous ; jealoufy is like 
A polifh'd glais held to the lips when life's in doubt i 
If there be breath, 'twill catch the damp and fhow it» 

Cko» I grant you jealoufy 's a proof of lov^i^ 
But 'tis a weak and unavailing medicine ; 

* It puts out the difeafe, and makes it fhow, 

* But has no pow'r to cfurc.' yf^ 
Akx. 'Tis your laft remedy, and Urongefl too t 

And then this Del^bdla, who fo fit 
To pw<5Hfe on ? He's handfome, valiant, youngs 
* And looks as he were laid for nature's bait,. 
To catch weak women's, eyes. 
He flands already more than half fufpe^led 
Of loving you : The leafl kind word or glance, • ' 

You give this youth, will kindle bim with love t 
Then, like a burning velTel fet adrift, 
You'ii fend him down amain before the wind, 
To fire the heart of jealous Antony. 

Cleo. Can I do this ? Ah, no ; my love's fo true. 
That I C9fi neither hide, it where it is. 

Nor 
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Nor (how it where it is not* * Nature meant lue 

* A wifcy a filly, hannlefs, houfhold dovcf 

* Fond without art, and kind without deceit ; 

* But fortune, that has made a miftrefs of me, 

' Has thruft me out to the wide world^ unfurmfli''d: 
Y * Of falihood to be happjr.* 

Akx, Force yourfelr- 
Th' event will be, your lover will return 
Doubly defirous. to poffefs the good 
Which once he fear'd to lof'!. 

Ck0^ I mui^ attempt it; 
But> Oh, with what regret! 

[Exit Alex.. (Sh comes up itf Dolabelfa.l 

F'ent, So nowthefcene draws near ; they're in ray reach*. 

Cko. [To Do/.] Difcourfing with my women I Might 
Share in your entertainment ? [not L 

C/)ar» You have lieen 
Thefubje^ofit, Maddm. 

Cko, How ! and how i 

Jras, Such praifcs of ydur-beauty f 

CUo, Merepoetiy. 
Your Roman wits, your G^Hus and TibuHut, 
Have taught you this from Cythe.iis and DeliaK 

Doh Tho^e^ Roman wits have never been in Egyptj» 
Cytheris and Delia elfe had been unfung : 
I, who have fcen— — had I been bom a poet^ 
Should chufe a nobler name«t 

Cleo. Youe flatter me» 
But, 'tis youjc nation's vice : all of your country 
Are flatterers, and all falfe. Your friend*^ like yojfcf 
I'm fure be fent you not to fpeak thefe words^ ./ * -J 

DoU No, Madam ; yet he fent me " 

Cko. Well, he fent you 

Doh Of a lefs pleafing errand* 

Cleo, How lefs pleafing >■ 
Lefs to yourfelf, or me I 

Dol. Madam, 'to both ; 
J'or you muft mourn, and I muff grieve- to caufe it» 

Cko. You Charmion and your fcttow, (land at diftancci. 
Hold up, my fpirits. [Afide^ Y . " ' Well, now your 

mournful matter;. 
For I'm prepar^ perhapt eai^gocfi it, too* - 
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3eU I wiih you ivouid) for 'tis a thankleiiii t>fSce 
To tell ill new« : and I, of all your fcx, 
Moft fear difpleafing you* 

Cko. Of all your fex, 
I fooneft could forgive you, if you (heuld« 

Fent, Mofl delicate advances'! Womsuil woman! 
Dear, damnM, inconflant fex ! X 

Cko. In the firft place, ' 
I am to be ibrfaken ; is't not fo ? 

DoL I \yi(li I could not anfwer to that quefiion* 

Cleo, Then pafs it o'er,, becaufe it troubles you : 
/ I fhauld have been more griev/d anoU&er time.' 
Next, I'm to lofe my kingdo m ■■ F are\vel| Egypt* 
Yet, is there any :more ? 

Del. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep fenfc of grief has turned your rcafbn. 

Cleo. No, Ap, I'm not run mad ; I can bear fortoiic % 
And love may be expell'd by other love, 
As poifons are by poifons. 

Z)oL — You «*erjoy me. Madam, 
^o find your griefs to moderately bori^e* 
You've heard the worft ; rail are not falfe,. like liitf « 

£!leo. No ; heav'n forbid they fhouU. 

J)oL Some men are conil:ant« 

CleQ, And conftancy defer ves reward, that'« oePtain* 
^ DoL Deferves it not ; but give it leave to hop*. 

Fent. I'll fwear thou hail my leave* I have enough : 
* But how to manage this ! Well, I'll coniider.* \^Exit4 

D&h I came prepared. 
To tell you heavy news j news, which I thought 
W«^Id fright the blood from your pale cheeks to hear x 
But you have met it with a clxearfulnefs 
That makes <ny taik tnore eafy ; aijid JBy tongue. 
Which on another^s meffage wiw eaajploy'd, 
Would gladly fpeak its own, 

Cleo. Hold, Dolabeila. 
Firft tell me, were you chofen by my Iwd? 
Or fought you this employment ? 

Doh He pick'd me out \ and, as his bofom-ftiend, 
He charged me with his woCds* 

Cke. The meflage then 
I know waft tender, and each accent fmooth, 
T#/moHlfy that rugged word Depart* 

Doh 
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Boh Oh ! you miftake : He chofe the harfheft words |^ 

• With iierj^ eyes, and with contra<9:ed brows,* 
He coin'd his tace in the fevereft ftamp ; 

And fury fhook his fabrick like an earthquake : 
He heav'd for vent, and burft like bellowing jEtna, 
In founds fcarce human, *' Hence, away for ever : 
}^^ Let her begone, the blot of my renown, 
And bane of all my hopes : 

[Ail the time of this fpeech^ Cleopatrayr^/wj tTiore and 
vtore concerned^ till Jhe finks quite down* 
Let her be driv'n as far as men can think 
Trom man*s coranwrce i She'll poifon to the center.'* 
Cleo. Oh, I can bear no more ! [Faints^ 

DoL Help, help ! Oh, .wretch ! Oh, "curfed, curfed 
What have I done ! [wretch ! 

• Char. Help, chafe her temples, Iras. 

* Iras. Bend, bend her forward quickly** 
Char. Heaven be prais'd,. 

She comes again, 
\ * Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me.* 
^^ Why have you brought me back to this loath'd beiag, 

Th' abode of faKhood, violated vows. 

And injur'd love ?- For pity', let me go ; 

For, if there be a place of long repofe, 

I'm- fure I want it. * My difiainful lord 

* Can never break that quiet, nor awake 

* The fleeping foul, with hollowing in my tomb 

• Suck words as fright her hence.' Unkind, unkind. 

\ DoL Believe me, 'tis againft myfelf I fpeak, [Kneelingm 
\ That fure deferves belief; 1 injur'd hini : 
My friend ne'er fpoke thofe words. Oh, had you feca 
How x>ften he came back, and every time 
With foraething more obliging and more kind,. 
To add to what he fspid ; what dear farewels. 
How almoft vanquifli'd by his love he parted^. ' 

. And Ican'd to what unwillingly he left : ' ' 
I, traitor as I was, for love or you, . "^ 

(But what can you not do, who made me falfe !) 
I forg*d that lie : for whofe forgivenefs kneels 
This felf-accus'd, felf-punifli'd criminal. 

Cleo, With how much eafe believe we what W€ wifli ? 
Rife, Dolabella; if you have been guilty,. - 

. JbaYC 
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I have comri(buted, aad too mucli love 

Has made me guilty too. 

Th' advance of kindnefs which I made, was feign'd, 

To call back fleeting love by jealoufy ; 

But 'twould not laft. Oh, rather let me lofc, 

Than fo ignobly trifle with his heart. 

' Dch I find your breaft fenc'd round -from human readi, 
Tranfparent as a rock of folid chryftal ; 
Seen through, but never pierc'd. * My fi-iend, my friend ! 

* What endlefs treafure haft thou thrown away ; 

* And fcatter^d, like an infant, in the ocean, 

* Vain fums of wealth which none can gather thence.* 
Clea, Could you not beg 

An hour's admittance to his private ear ? 

* Like one who wanders through long barren wilds, 

* And yet foreknows no hofpitable inn 

* Is near to fuccour hunger, - 

* Eats his fill, before his painful march : 

< So would I feed a-while my femifh'd eyes* ^ 

Before we part ; for I have far to ^o, 
If death be far, and never mull return, 

Vcntidius, tvith Odavia, hthlnd. 

Vent. From whence you may difcovcr — Oh, fweet, fweet ! 
Would you indeed ? the pretty hand in earneft ? 

DoL 1 will, for this reward. , [Takes her hand. 

•—- ^^Draw it not back, 

'Tis all I e'er will beg. ' . / 

VmU They turn upon us. 

' OHav. What quick eyes has guilt !' 

Vent. Seem not to have obferv'd 'em, and go on. 
They enter* 

DcL Saw you the emperor, Vcntidius ? 

rent. No, 
I fought him ; but I heard that he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchus his freedman, 

Dol, Know you his bus'ncfs ? 

Fent. Giving him inllrudlions, 
. And letters, to his brother Caefar. 

D0I. Well, 
He muft be found, [Exeunt Dolabella and Cleopatra^ 

O^, Moft glorious impudence ! . 

/^<f/7/. She look'd, methought^ 
. . F As 
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As ihe would fay, Tidce your old man, i)A&vbt z . 
7- hank you, I'm better here. 
Well, but what ufe 
Make we of this difcovery ? 

Oa, Let it die. 

f^ent, I pity Dc^abdla ; but ihe's dangerooe : 
^ Her eyes have pow'r beyond ThefiSdiaci charms* 

* To draw the moon from heavVi ; for eloquence, 

* The fea-^reen fyrens taught her voice their flattery ; 

* And, while ihe fpeaks, night {leals upon the day, 

* Unmark'd of thofe that hear : then fhe^s (b charming, 
* . Age buds at fight of her, and fwells to youtli ? 

* The holy priefts gaze on her when fhc fmiles ; 

* And with hcav'd hands, forgetting gravity, 

* They biefs her wanton eyes : even I, who kale lier, 
' With a malignant joy behold fuch beauty ;' 

And, * while I curfe, defirc it.* Antony 
Muft needs have fome remains of paflion ilill. 
Which may ferment into a worfe relapfe. 
If now not fully cur'd.— Jitfj^f be comes^^''^ 

* I know, this minute, 

* With Caefar he's endeavouring her peace* 

* (M. You have prevailed; ■ B at for a farther 

purpofc \lVaUu^^ 

* ni prove how he will reliih this difcovery, 

* What, make a firumpet's peace 1 it fwelb my heart s 

* It muft net, iha' not be. 

* Fenu His guards appear. 

' Let me begin, and you fhall fecond nie.* 
EnHr Antcmy. 

Aiiu O^tavia, I was looking you, my love : 
What, are your letters ready ? I have giv*n 
My laft inflru£tion8. 

OB, Mine, my* lord, are written. 

Ant. Ventidius ! \Brawing him Me, 

Venu My lord > 

Ant. A word in private. 
When faw you Dolabella ? 

Vent, Now, my lord, 
fie parted hence ; and Cleopatra with him. 

Ant. Speak foftly. 'Twas by my commsud he went. 
To bear my laft fareweU 

rent. 
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FchK It look'd^ indeed, [^W. 

Like your fareweL 

Ant. More foftljr— — My farcwel ! 
What fecret meaning have ydu in thefe words 
Of my farewel ? He did it by my order. 

Fent, Then he obey*d your order, I fuppofe. [Aloud. 
You bid him do it with all gentienefs, 
All kindnefdy and all l ove. 

Ant, How fhe mourn'd ! 
The poor forfaken creature ! 

J^ent. She took it a& fhe ought ; Ihe bore your parting ' 
As (he did Csefar's, as (he would another's^ 
Were a Ji^ew love to come. 

Ant. Thou doft belie her ; [Aloud. 

Moil bafely, and malicioufly belie her. 

Fent. I thought not to duTpieafe you ; I have done. 

0<?. You feem difiurb'd, my lord. [Coming wf. . 

Ant. A vjery tride* 
Retire, my love. 

Vent. It was indeed a trifle^ 
He fent 

Atit. No more. Look how thou difobey^il me ; 
Thy life Ih&ll anfwer it. ^Atgrilf* 

0£l. Then 'tis no trifle. 

Fent. \^ToOH.yX\% left; a very nothing: You too 
Ai well as I, and therefore 'tis ao fecret. [iaw it^ 

Ant. She faw it 5 

Fent. Yes : She faw young Dolab^ila— - 

Ant. Young Dolabella ! 

Fent. Young, I thidk him youog. 
And handfome too i and (o do others think him* 
But what of thkt ? He went by your command,, 
Indeed 'tis probable, with fome kind meflage ; 
For fhe receiv'd it gracioufly ; flie fmil'd : 
And then he grew familiar with her hand, 
Squeez'd it, and worry'd it with ravenous klfles ; 
She biulh'd, and figh'd, and fmil'd, and blufh'd again % 
At laO: fhe took occafion to talk foftly. 

* And brought her cheek up clofe, and lean'd on his : 

* At which he whtfper'd kifles back on hers;' 
And then fhe cry'd aloud. That conflancy 
Should be rewarded.— Thi^ I faw and heard* . 

, Fa Ant. 
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'^ AnU What woman was it, whom you heard andfaw 
So playful with my friend ! 
Not Cleopatra ? 

Fent. Ev'n flife, my lord ! 

Ant^ My Cleopatra ? 

Vfnt^ Your Cleopatra ; 
Dolabella's Cleopatra : 
Every man's Cleopatra. 

Ant. *Tis falfe. 

* Fent. I do not lie, my lord, 

* Is this fo flrange ? Shbuld miftrelTes be left, 

* And not provide againil a time of change ? 

* You know fhe's not much us'd to lonely nights. 

* Ant, V\\ think no more on't.' 

I know 'tis falfe, and fee rhe plot betwixt you. 

* You needed not have gone this way, Odavia : 

* What harms it you that Cleopatra's jull ? 

* She's mine no more. I fee ; and I forgive : 

* Urge it no farther, love. 

* OB. Are you concern'd 

* That ftie's found falfe ? 

* Ant. I (hould be, were it fo ; 

* For tho* 'tis pail, I would not that the world 

* Should tax my former choice : that I lov'd one 
* . Of fo light note ; but I forgive you both.* 

Fent, .What has my age defeiT'd, that you fhould think ^ 
I would abufc your ears with perjury ? 
If heav'n be true, (he's falfe. 

AnU llio' heav'n and earth 
Should witnefs it, I'll not believe her tmted* 

Vent, ril bring you then a witnefs 
^From hell to prove her fo. Nay, go not back ; 

[Seeing Alexzs Jufi entering^ andjiarttng hack* 
For ftay you muif and fhall, 

Alex. What means my lord ? 

Fent. To make you do what moft you hate ; fpeak 

* You are of Cleopatra's private counfel, [truth* . 

* Of her bed-counfel, her lafcivious hours ; 

* Areconfcious of each nightly. change the makes, 

* And watch her, as Chaldeans do the moon, 

* Can tell what figns Ihe palTes through, what day.* 
Akx. My noble lord, 

Fe^it. 



ALL FOR LOVE. 6$ 

Vent. M}^ moft iUuftrious psmdar,, 
No fine fet fpeech, ao cad^ce, no tum'd periods^ 
But a plain kome-fpun troth, is what I ^ : 
I did, myfelfy, o'erhear jour q^eta make lofe 
To Dolabelia. Speak ; for I will know. 
By your confeffion, what more pafl betwixt *em ; 
Idbw near the bus'neft draws fto your employment ; 
And when the happy hour, 

Ajtt. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleafe Ventidius, care not. JufHfy . 
Thy injar'd queen from malice* Dare his woril, 

^ oh. l^/ie.] See how he gives hrni coojrage, how he 

* 'To find her falfe ! and ih\xtt his eye9 to truth, [feart 

* WiUing to be miiled 1* 

jikx. As far as love may plead for woman's frailty^ 
Urg'd by defert and greatnels of the lover; 
S^ far (divine OiStavia) m^y my queen 
Stand ev*n excus'd to you tor loving him. 
Who is your lord : So fax from brave Ventidiu^t 
May her pailaiS^ions hope a fair report. 

Ant. 'Tis well and truly fpoken : Mark, Ventidius. 

yilfx. To you, moil noble em^ror, her ftrong paiSoD 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juflified. 
Her beauty's charms alone, without her crown^ 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diftant vows 
Of iighing kings ; and at her feet were laid 
The fcepters of the earth, expos'd on heaps» 
To chufe where (he would retgn > 
She theu|;ht a Roman only could de&rve her ; 
And, of all Romans, only Antony* 
And, to be lefs than wife toyou^ diidain'd 
Their lawful paffion« 

Ant^ *Ti8 but truths 

jikx. And yet tho' love, and your unmatched defert. 
Have drawn her from the due regard of honour^ 
At laft, heav'n open'd her unwilling eyes 
To fee the wrongs flie offer'd fwr O^bvia, 
Whofe holy bed Ihe lawlefsly ufurp>'d» 
The fad effedb of this )mprofperou$ war^ 
Confirmed diofe pious thoughts, 

Fent. [^Afide.1 Oh, wheel you there ? 
Obienre him now i the man begins to meAd> 

Fj, Anl 
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And talk fubiflantial reafon. Fear not, eunuch^ 
'The emperor has giv*n thee leave to fpeak. 

Alex. £lfe had I never darM t* offend his ears 
With what the laft neceflity has urg'd 
On my forfaken miftrefs ; yet I muft not 
Prefume to fay her heart is wholly alterM. 

Ant. No, dare not for thy life, I charge thee, dare not 
Pronounce that fatal word. 

0£i. Muft I bear this ? Good heav'n, afford me pa- 
tience ! \4fide. 

rent. On, fweet eunuch ; my dear half man, proceed.. 

Alex. Yet Dolabella 
'^Has lov'd her long j he, next my god -like lord, 
Deferves her beft ; and fhould ihe meet his pallion, 
Rejeded, as (he is, by him (he lov'd 

Ant, Hence, from my fight, for I can bear no more \ 
Let furies drag thee quick to hell ! each torturing hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes. 
Then join thou too, and help to torture hen 

[Exit Alexas tbruft out by Antony. 

Oa. *Tis not well ! 
Indeed, my lord, 'tis much unkind to me, 
Mo (hew this paflion, this extreme concernment. 
For an abandoned faithlefs profiitute. 

Ant, 0£tavia, leave me ! I am much diforder'd ! 
Leave me, I fay \ 

Oa. M >r lord ! 

Ant. 1 bid you leave me. 

' Vent. Obey him, Madam ; beft withdraw a while^ 

* And fee how this will work. 

♦ oa. Wherein have I offended you, my lord, 

* That I am bid to leave you ? Am I falfe, 

* Or infamous ? Am I a Cleopatra ? 

* Were I ihe, . . 

* Bafeasiheis, you would not bid me leave you ;; 

* But hang upon my neck, take flight excufcs,, 

* And fawn upon my falfhood. 

* Ant. 'Tis too much ; 

* Too much, Odiavia ! I am preft with forrows. 

* Too heavy to be borne, and you add more ! 

* I would retire, and recoiled what'alcft 

* Of man within, to^ aid me. 

* 4 ^<^<?- 
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• O^, You would mourn 

* In private for your love, who has betray M you. 
^ You did but half return to me, your lundneis 
^ LingerM behind with her. 1 hear, my lord, 

* You make conditions for her, • z^- 

* And would include her treaty, WondVous proofs 

* Of love to me ! 

• Jint, Are you my friend, Ventidius ? 

* Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 

* And let this fury loofe ? 

• Fent. Oh, be advised, 

* Sweet Madam, and retire.* / 
0<?. Yes, I will go ; but never to return. 

* You fhall no more be haunted with this fury/ 
My lord, my lord, love will not always lail, 
"When urg'd with long unkindnefs and difdam. 
Take her again whom you prefer to me ; 

She fbys but to be call'd. Poor cozen'd man ! 

Let a teign'd parting give her back your heart. 

Which a feign'd love firft got ; for injur'd me, 

Tho* my julf fenfe of wrongs forbid my flay. 

My duty fhall be yours. 

To the dear pledges of our former love,. 

My tendernefs and care (hall be transfer'd. 

And they Ihall chear by turns my widow*d nights ! 

So take my lafl farewel ! for I defpair 

To have you whole, and fcorn to take you half. [Exiu 

Fenu I combat heav'n, which blafb my beil defiigns ! 
My lafl attempt muft be to wm her back ; 
But, Oh, I fear, in vain. \Exiu 

Jbii. Why was I fram'd with this plgin honefl heart, 
Which knows not to difguife its griets and weaknefs, 
But bears its workings outward to the world i 
I fhould have kept the mighty anguifh in, * 
And forced a fraile at Cleopatra's &lfhoodr 
OSavia had heliev'd it,^ and had ftaid.. 
But I am made a (hallow-forded flream,. 
Seen to the bottom : all my clearnefs fcom'd,. 
And all my faults expos'd — See where he comes. 

Enter Dolabella. 
Who has prophan'd the facred name of friend. 
And worn it into vilenefs ! 

With 
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- With how fccure a brow, and Q^eciotis form 

He gilds the fccret xTMesan f i^dfc that face '*' 

Was meant for horiefty ; but heav'A miftnatelk^d i% 
And furnilh'd treafon om with nature*s pomj^. 
To make its work more eafy* 

• Ihl. O my friend !' 

jint. Well J DolabcUa, you pcrformM my meflage? 

JDoL I did, unwillingly. 

jiftt. Unwillingly ? 
Was it fo hard for you to bear ouf parting ^ 
You ihould have wifh'd it. 

DoL Why ? 

jint. Becaafe you love me. 
And fhe rcceivM my meflage, with as true^ 
With as unfcignM a forrow, as you brought it ? 

DoL She loves you ev*n to madnefs. 

jlftt. Oh, I know it. 
You, Dolabella,. do not better know 
How much fhe loves me. And (hould I 
Forfake this beautyi thii all perfoft creature? 

DoL I could not, were (he mine. 

jfnt. And yet you.firfi: 
Perfuaded me. HdW come you alterM fince ? 

Dol. J faid at firft I wa$ not fit to go : ' 
I could not hear her fighs, and fee her tears,» 
But pity muft prevail : and fb, pcrhftp», 
It may agairi with you ; for I have promised 
That fhe ftould take her laft fiitewel i and^ fetf> 
She comes to claifti my wordi 

Enter Cleopatf!a» 

jfnt. Falfe ttolabella f 
\ D^/. What's falfe, my lord h 
^ jint. WJiy tyahheW^^ falffe, 
And Cleopatra's falfc ; both faMe and fditht^fil* 
Draw near, you Well-jdin*d wickednefe, you krpfkoi^ 
Whom I have in my kindly bofora warm'd^ 
Till I am flung to ocath. 

DoL My lord, have I 
-Deferv'd to be thus us'd > 

Cleo, Can heav'h prepare 
A newer toftnent ? Can it feid a cuffi^ 
Beyond our feparation I 
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Ant. Yes, if fate 
Bejuft, much greater :. * HeavVi fliould. be bgeniouft 

* In punifhing fuch crimes* The rolling flone, 

* And gnawing vu\turey were flight pains, invented 

* Wh<n Jove was young, and no examples known 

* Of mighty ills ; but you have ripen'd fin 

* To fuch a monilrous growth, 'tWill pofe the gods 

* To find an equal torture.* Two, two fuch ! 
Oh, there's no farther name, two fuch-*-to me, 
To me, who lopk'd my foul within your breafls. 
Had no defires, no joys, no life but you ; 

^ When half the globe was mine, I gave it you 

* In dowry with my heart : I had no ufe, 

* No fruit of all, but you :* a friend and miftrefs 
Was what the world could give. Oh, Cleopatra ! 
Oh, Dolabella ! how coijldyou betray 

This tender heart, which with an infant fondnefs 
Lay luU'd betwixt your bofoms, and there flept 
Secure of injur'd . faith ? 

^J>oU If fhe has wrongM you, 
Heav'n, hell, and you revenge it. 

Ant. If (he has wrong'd me ! 
« Thou would'ft evade thy part of^llt ; but fwear 

* Thou lov'ft not her. i/ 

* DoL Not fo as I love you. 

* Ant. Not fo ! Swear, fwear, I fay, thou doft not love 

* DoU No more than friendihip will allow. [her. 

* Ant, No more ? 

' Friendfhip allows thee nothing : thou art perjur'd ■ ■ 

* And yet thou didil not fwear thou lov'ft her not ; 

^ But not fo much, no more. Oh, trifling hypocrite I 

* Who durft not own to her thou doft not love, 

* Nor own to me thou doll!* Ventidius heard it; 
06tavia faw it. 

Cleo. They are enemies. 

Ant. Alexas is not fo : He, he confeft It ; 
He, who, next hell, beft knew it, he avow'd it. 
Why do I fcek a proof beyond yourfelf } [To Dol* 

You whom I fent to bear my lad farewel, 
Returned to plead her flay. 

I>oL What fliall I anfwer ? ^ 

If to hare lov'd be guilt, then I have finn*d | 

But 
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But if to have repented of that love 
Can waih vmy my crime^ I hav6 repei^Scd. 
Yet, if I b«te offended jpaft foi^ivenefi, 
Let her not fufifer : ihe is ianoceht. 

* Cleo. Ah, what will not a woman dowhok>v«s! 

* What means will fhe refofe, to keep that heart 

* Wheie\ all her joys are plac*d ! 'Twas I effcourag'd, 
*Twas I blew up the me that fcorchM his foul, 

* To make yov jealous ; and by that re&un you. 

* But all in vaiif ; I cO«ld not counterfeit : 

^ In fpite of all the dattfs, ray love broke oVi-, 

< And droWn'd my heart again ; fate took th' ocdafioR | 

* And thus one minute's feigning has deflroy'd 
« My whole life's truth.* 

Ant* Thin cobweb arts of falfhood ; 
Seen, and broke through at fihft. 
Doh Forgive your milirefs. 
CUo. Forgive your friend. 

* Ant. You have convincM yourfelves. 

' You plead each other's caufe : What witneft hate ybU, 
"• That you but meant to raiftJ my jealoufy I 

* Cleo. Ourfelves and heaven. 

* Aflh Guilfcwitnefles fb^g«U^ Hence, love and (AekA* 
You have no longer place in huno^A breaftt, [ihipl ' 
Thefe two have driv'n yoli out : avoid my fight ; 
I wouM not kill the man whom I have lov'd j 
And cannot hurt the woman ; but avoid me^ 
I do not know how long I can be tame ; 
For, if I ftay one minute more to think 
How I am wrong'd, my juftice and revenge 
Will eiy fo loud within me, that my pity 
Will not be heard for either. 

* Dok Heaven has but 
Our forrow for our fins ; and then delights 
To pardon erring man : fwetft mercy feemt 
Its darling attribute, Wllich limits juflice % 
As if there W6i« degrees m infinite ; 
And infinite would rather want perfefHoft^ 
Than punilh. to extent.' 

\. Ant, I can forgive 

A foe; but not a miflrefs, dnd a fri^d: 

Treafon is there in its itidft horrid ihape. 

Where 
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Where trull; is greatefi : < and the &u) refign-d 

* Is fiiibb'4 by its own guards.* 1*11 hefir ao 9iai!e i 
Hence from my ^i^% for erer. 

Cleo, How? forever! 
I cannot gp one moment from ycwr fight. 
And mail I go finr erer ? 
My joys, my only joys are ccnterM here : ^ 
What place have I to go to ? My own kingdom ? 
Tlut 1 hare loft for you : or to the Romans ? 
They hate me for your fake*. Or muft I wander 
The wide world oVr, a heJiplefs, banifli'd womiin ? 
£anifti*d for love of jrou ; baniih^dfrom you ; 
Ay, there's the bamfluaant ! Oh,4iear me ; h«ar m. 
With (lri6teft juflice : for I beg ho iarour : 
And jf I have ofiended you, then kill mcy 
But do not banifli me. 

Jkt. I mufi not hear you. 
I have a fool within me takes your part ; 
^ut honour flops my ears. 

* Ciec. For pity hear n»e ! 

* Would you caft off a (lave who followed you, 

^ Who crouch'd beneath your fpum ?-— He has no pity ! 
^ See, if he |^ves one tear to ray departure ; 

* One look, one Idnd farewel : Oh, iron heart ! 

* Let all the gods look down, and judge betwixt u$^ 

* If he did ever love! 

^ Ant. No more ; Alexas ! 

* 2)#/. Apeijar'd villain ! 

* jint. \To Cleo.] Your Alexas ! yours ! 

* Cieo. Oh, 'twas his plot : his ruinous ^A&^ 

* T*engage you in my love by jealoufy. 

* Hear him ; confront him wkh me ; let .him fpealr« 

* Aut^ I have ; I have. 

* Cleo, And if he clear me not.—— - 

* Ant, Your creature ! one who hangs upon yoar 

* Watches your eye, to fay or to unfay [^iimles ! 
^ Whatever you pleafc/ 1 am not to be mov*d. 

Cleo, T^n muft we part ? Farewel, my cniel lofd. 
Th' appearance is againft me ; and I go, 
Unjuftify*d, for ever from your fight. 
How 1 have lov*d, you know; how yet I love, 
^My only c^^fort is, Iknowmyfelf; 

I love 
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I love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 
Than when you lovM me moft ; fo well, fo truly^ 
I'll never ftrive againft it ; but die pleas'd 
To think you once were mine. 

Ant. Geodheav'n, they weep at parting. 
Muft I weep too? That calls 'em innocent. 
I muft not weep ; and yet I .inuft, to think 
That I muft not forgive — r- 
Live 5 but live wretched, *Xi% but juft y6u ftiould. 
Who made me fo : live from each other's fight :iP' 
Let .me not hear you meet. Set all the car^h, 
And all the feas, betwixt your funder'd loves : .^ 
View nothing common but the fun and Iki'es : .^ , 
Now, all take feveral ways ; ^ ^ * ' * 

And each your own fad fate with mine deplore; 

That you were falfe, and I could truft no more. 

\Exeuniftveral!y. 



AC TV. 

SCENE, the Tempk. 
. £»/^r Cleopatra, Charmion, andlvzA* 

Charmion. * 

* T>E jufter, heav'n! fuch vinue punifhM thus. . * 

* J3 Will make us thinjc that chance rules all above,^ 
*• And (hufHes, with a random hand, the loH ^ 

« Which man is fort'd to draw.* / 

Cko. I could tear out thefe eyes that gain'd his heart. 
And had not pow'r to keep it. Oh, the curfe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I iind it dotage ! 
Bear witnefs, Gods, you heard him bid me go ; 
You, whom heonock'd with imprecating vows 
Of promis'd faith 1*11 die, I will not bear it. • ' 

* You may hold me 

\Sbe puUs eta her dagger y and they hold her* 

* But I can keep my' breath : I can die inward, 

* And choak this love.* 

Enter Alexas. 
* Iras* Help, Oh, Alexas, help ! 

* The queen grows dcfperatc, her foul flruggles in her, 

Wiik 
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* With all the agonies of lore and rage^ 

* And ftrives^ to force its paffiige, 
• Cko. Let me |p/ 

Art thou there, traitor !—^-Oh, 

Oh, for a little bfeathi to rent my rage ! 

* Give, give me way, and let me loofe upon him/ 
Alex. Yes, I deferve it, for my ilUtimM truth* 

* Was it for me to prop • 

* Thejuins of a falling majefty ? v ^ 

* To fi^tc myfelf beneath the mighty flaMr, 

* Thus to he eruih'd, and j>oundered into atoms, 

* By its o'crwhelming weight ? Tis too prefuininj; 

* For f^hje^, to preicrve that wilful pow'r 

* Whit# courts its own deftru^tion.* 
Cleo^ I would reafon 

More calmly with you* Did you not o*er-ru^ . • 
And force my plain, direft, and open love> v 
Into thefe crooked paths of jcaloufy } 
Now, what's th* event ? 0<Stavia is rcmovM ; 
But Cleopatra banifiiM. * Thou, thou, villain, 

* Haft pufh'd my boat to open fea ; to prove, 
*' At my fad Gofl, if thou canfl fleer it back. 

* It eiAinot be ; Ifm loft too far ; I'm ruin'd : 

* Hence, thou impoilor, traitor, monller, devil ■ 

* I can no more : thou, and my griefs, have funk 

* Me down {o low, that J want voice to curfe thee. 

> Jkx. Suppofe fome fliipwreck'd feaman near the 
ihore, 
^ Drojpping and faint, with climbing up the clift^ 
^ If, from above, fome charitable hand 

* Pull him to fafety, hazarding himfelf 

* To draw the other's weight ; would he loek, back 
^ And curfe him for his pains ? The cafe is yours \ 

^ But one (lep more, and you have gain*d the height. 
* Cko. Sunk, never more to life* 
Aiex. * Oaavia's gone, and DolabellabanifhU* 

Believe me. Madam, Antony is yours. 

His heart was never loft ; but ftarted off 

To jcaloufy, teve*s laft retreat and covert ; 

Where it lies hid in ftiades, watchful in filence, 

And lift'ning for the found that calls it back, 

Some other, any man, 'tis foadvanc'd^ 
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May perfcft this unfinifti'd work, ^which I 
(Unhappy only to myfelf ) have left 
So cafy to his hand. . , 

Cleo, Look well thou do*t ; clfe— r 
\ A/ex. Eife, what your filcnce threafiens-r* Antony 

\ Is mounted up the Pharos ; from whofe^ turret. 
He flands furveying our ^Egyptian gallies, 
Engag'd with Csefar's fl^et : now death, or conquefi | 
If the fir A happen, fate acquits my promife, 
If we o'crcome, the conqueror is yours. '^ 

[A diftant Jbout n»3ithm» 
Char, Have comfort, Madam : Did you mark that 
(hout? . [Stcondji^utmeivrirm 

Iras. Hftrk ; they redouble it. 
^/^AT, 'Tis from the port. 
The loudne& Oiowi it near. Good news, kind Heav'ns* 
^ Cleo. Ofiris make it fo/ 

JSff/^r Serapion. 
Ser.. Where, whcre's the queen ? ^ 
* Alex. How frightfully the. holy coward flares ! 

* As if not yet recoverM of th' aflault,' 

* When all his gods, and what's more dear to him, 

* His ofPrings, were a^ flake.* 
Ser. Oh, horror, horror ! , 

jEgypt has been ; the lateft hour is come. 
The queen of nations from ber ancient feat . 
Is funk for ever in the dark abyfs : 
Time ha$ nnroll'd her glories to the'Ulfl, 
And now clos'd up the volume. 

Cleo. Be more plain : 
Say, whence thou cam'fl, (though fate is in thy face ; ' 
Which from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens ere thou fpeak'fl.) 

4&r. I came from Pharos ; . , . 

From viewing (fpare fhe, and imag^ac it) 
Cur land's laft hope, your navy— <• 

Cleo. Vanquiftrd ? ^ 

Ser. No. . _ ^7C * 

They fought not. 

dec. Then they fled. 

Ser. Nor that. I iaw, 
. With Antony, your well-appointed fleet 
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Row out ; aad thrice he wav'd his hand on high, \ 
And thrice with chearful cries they fhouted back : | 

• 'Twas then, falfe fortune, like a fawning flrumper^! 

* About to leave the bankrupt prodigal, ^ 
' With a diffemblcd fmile would kite at parting, V 

* And flatter to the l^ft ;' the well-timM oars [ 
Now dipt from every bark, nowfmoothly rtin .' 
To meet the foe ; and foon, indeed, they met,. 

But not as foes. In few we faw their caps ' 

On either fide thrown up : the -Egyptian gallie?, ' 

Receiv'd like friends, paft through, and fell behind 
The Roman rear ; * and now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the port. 

Cleo* Enough, Serapion : 
I've heard my doom. This needed not, you gods : 
When I loft Antony, your' work was done. 

♦ *Ti5 but fuperfluous malice.* Where's my lord ? 
How bears he this lafl blow ? 

Ser. His fury cannot be exprefs'd by words : 
Thrice he attempted hcfadlong to have fiiU'h 
Full On his foes, and aim'd at .Cacfar's gal|ey : 
Witheld, he rave's on yoo, cries, lie'a betray M. 
Should he now find you 

j^Iex^ Shun him, feek your fafety. 
Till you can cleafyour innocence. 

Clec. rn flay. ' ' • 

^lex. You mufl not ; hafle you to the monumcRf, 
While I make fpeed fo Caefkt.: 

Cleo, Csefar ! No, 
I h a ve no 'bufinefs wi t h h 1 m . 

u^/m, lean work him, ' " 
To rpare your life, and let this madman periflir 

Cieo, Bafe, fawning vvrerch ! wouldfl thou betray blm 
Hence from my fight, I will not hear a traitor 5 [to« ^ 
*Twas thy dciign brought all this ruin on us. 
Serapion, thou art honeft; counfel me : 
But halle, each moment's precious. 

Ser, Retire ; you niuft not yet fee Antony. 
He who'be'gan this mifchief, 
'Tis juft he tempt the danger : let him clear yoU ; 
And, fince he offer'd you his fervlle tongue, 
To gain a poor pfecarious life from Caefar,^ 

G 2 Let 
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Let him expofe that fawning eloquence. 
And fpeak to Antony. 

Alex. Oh, Heav'ns ! I dare not : 
I meet my certsun death. 

Cleo. Slave, thou deferv'fi lu 
Not that I fear my lord will I avoid him ; 
I know him noble : When he banifliM me, 
And thought me falfe, he fcorn*d to take my life : 
But I'll be iuftifyM, and then die with him. 

Alex, Oh, pity me, and let me follow you* 

Cleo. To death, if thou ftir hence. Speak, if thou 
can*ft. 
Now for thy life, which bafcly thou wouldft fiive, 
While mine I prize at this, dome, eood Serapion* 

[Exeuni Cleo. Ser. Char, and Iras. 

Alex. Oh, that I lets cou'd fear to lofe this being, 
Which, like a fnow ball, in my coward hand. 
The more *ti8 grafp'd, the fafcr melts away. 
Poor reafba ! What a wretched aid art thou ! 
For fbill, in fpite of thee, 
Thefe two long lovers, foul and body, dread 
Their final feparation.- Let me think : 
What can I fay, to fave myfelf from death ? 
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. 

Ant. Which way ? Where ? [ITttbiH. 

Vent. This leads to th* monument. \Witbin* 

Alex. Ah me ! I hear him : yet I'm unprepared i 
My gift of lying's gone ; 
And this courc-devil, which I fo oft have rals'd, 
Forfakes me at my need- I dare not flay ; 
Yet cannot go far hence. [Exit. 

Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Ant, Oh, happy Caefar ! Thou had men to lead. 
Think not 'tis thou haft conquer'd Antony : 
But Rome has conquer'd iEgypt. I'm betray 'd. 

* Vent. Curfe on this treach'rous train I 

* Their foil and Heaven infedt 'em all with bafencfs : 

* And their young fouls come tained to the world 

* With the firft breath they draw. 

*• Ant. Th' original villain fure no god created ; 
^ He was a baitard of the fun, by N ile ; 

*ApM 
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* Ap'd into man, with all his mother's mud 

* Grafted about his fpul/' 
Fent. The hation is 

One univcrfal traitor ; and' their quet n. 
The very fpirit and extract of *em all;. 

Ant. Is jthere^et left 
A poffibility of aid and valour ? 
Is there one god unlWorn to my deflru£Hon ? 

* The leaft unmortsjag'd hope ?' For, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fail beneath the fate 

Of fuch a boy as Cajfar^ ^ - 

*^ The world's one half is yet in Antony ; ^--^ 

* And from each limb of it that's hew'daway, 

* The foul comes back to me.* 
Fent, There yet remain 

^ Three legions in the town. The laft ai&ult 
Lopt off the reft* If death be your defig^, 
As I muft wiih it. now, thefe are fufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead foes ; 
An honeft pile for burialt 

jiftt. They're enough. 
We'll not divide our (lars ; but fide by fide i 

Fight emulous, and with malicious eyes ^ 

Survey each other's aAs : * So every death 
*- Thou pv'ft, I'll take on me, as a juft debt, 
^ And pay thee back a foul/ 

Fent, Now you fhall fee I love you. * Not a word 
^ Of chiding more.' By my few hours of life, 
lam fo pleas'd with this brave Roman fate,. 
That I would not be Csefar, to outlive you. 
IVhenweputofF this fleih, and mount together, 
I (hall be (hown to all th' etherial crowd.; 
Lo, this is he who dy'd with. Antony. 

j^t. Who knows but we'may pierce through all theii 
troops. 
And reach my veterans yet? 'Tis worth the temp! ing, 

* T' o'erleap this gulf of fate^ ^ ' 

* And leave your wand'ring dellinies behind.' 

Enter Alexas, tremhllng.. 
FenU See,, fee, that villain ! . 

See * Cleopatra ftampt upon that face, 

* With all her cunning, all her arts of falfliood ! 

G. 2 * llo^r 
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* How ihe looks out through thofc difleitibling eyes !* ] 
How he has fet his count'nance for deceit ; 

And promifes a lie, before he fpeaks ! 
Let me difpatch him firfl. [Drawing* 

* Akx. Oh, fpare me, fpare me.* 
Jbit, Hold ; he's not worth your killingr. On thy life, 
\^ (Which thou may'fl keep, becaufe I fcorn to take it) 
-.^NjNo fyllable to juftify thy <iue€n ; 
Save thy bafe tongue its office. 

Alex, Sir, fhe's gone, 
Where (he fhall never be molefted more 
By love or you. [ 

Alt. Fled to4ier Dolabella ! 
\ Die, traitor, I revoke my promife, die. {Going to kill hifkm 
^\ Alex. Oh, hold, (he is not fled. 
Anu She is. My eyes 
Are open to her faKhocId. My whole life 
Has been a golden dream of love and ^endihip : 
But, now I wake, I^m like a merchant, rous'd 
From foft repofe, to fee his ve(rd linking, 
■ And all his wealth caft o'er. Ingrateful woman \ 
Who follow'd me, but as the fwallow fummerf * 

* Hatching her young ones in my kindly beams, 

* Singing her flatt'ries to my morning wake ;' 
But, now my winter comes, (he fpreads her wings, 
And feeks the fpring of Csiar. 

Aiex. Think not fo: 
' Her fortlines have, in all things, mixt with yours. 
I Had (he betray'd her naval force to Rome, 
; How eafily might (he have gone to Caefar, 
! Secure by fuch a bribe ! 
rent. She fent it firfl:,. 
To be more welcome after. 

Ant. 'Tis too plain ; 
Elfc wou'd (lie have appear'd, to clear her(elf; 

Alex. ' Too fatally (he has;* (he could not bear 
To be accus'd by you ; but (hut herfelf 
Within her monument : looked down and figh'd ; 
While, from her unchang'd face, the (ilent tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but ftoie their parting.. 
Some undiftinguiih'U words (he inly murmured ; 

2 At 
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M hft, (he raiftM her eyes^ and wkh fuch looks 
As dying Lucrece caft ■ ■■* 

jinf. My heart forebodes—— 

rent. * All fbr the beft/ Goon* 

Akx* She fnatch'd her poniard^ y' 

And, ere we could prevent the^tal blow, /X 
Plung'd it within her breail : then tum'd to me; 
Goj Dear my lord, faid fhe, my lail faiewel. 
And aik him, if he yet fufnie^t my ^ith» 
More (he was faying, but death ruih'd betwixt* 
She half pronounc'd your name with her laft breath*. 
And buiy'd half within her. 

Fent. Heav'n be prais'd* 

jht. Then an thou innocent, my poor dear lore } 
And art thou dead ? 

Oh, thofe two words ! their found (hould he divided : 
Hadft thou been falfe, and dy'd ; or hadft thou liv'd. 
And hadft been true-^But innocence and death ! 
This (hows not well above* Then what am I ? 
The murderer of this truth, this innocence ! 
Thouglits cannot form themfelves in words to horrid 
As can ezprefs my guilt ! 

Fent. Is't come to this ^ The gods have been too gra- 
And tluu you thank *em for't* [ciou» ; 

Jia. [To Alex.] Why ftay'ft thou here? 

* Is it rorthee tofpy upon fny foul, 

^ And lee its inward mourning ? Get thee hence i* 
Thou art not wonhy to behold what now 
Becomes a Roman emperor to. perform.. 

* ^;r.' He loves her llill: J . ^4fift. 

* I& grief betrays it. Good! the joy to find 

' She^ yet alive, compleats the reconcilement ; 

* I've fav*d myfel^ and her. But, Oh, the Romans ! 

* Fate comes too faft upon my wit, 

* Hunt&me too hard^ and meets me at each double.' 

[EAtt. 

Fent. Wou'd (he had dyM a little fooner tho*» 
Befoie 06b.via went ;. you might have treated ; 
IQow 'twill look tame, and wouM not be received. 
Come, roufe ]^ourfelf, and let's die warm together. 

* j^nt. I will not fight : there's no more work for war. 
^ The bufinefs of my angry hours is done. 
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; Ant, Why, let him enters 

^ He's welcome now. . . 

i * Vent. What lethargjr has. crept into youhfouJ? 

* Ant. 'Tis but afcom^f life, and ji^ defire, 
; • To free myfdf ftom bondage. 

* rm* Do it bravely* 

* Ant. I, will; but not by fighting/ Oh, Ventidius T 
What (hould I fbht for now ? My cjucen is^ dead. 

I was but great for her ; . my pow't", .my empire, 
Were but my merchandifeto buy her love ; 
And conquer'd kiags, my fadors. Now (he's dead^ 
Let Caefar take the world 

* An empty, circle, fincc the jewel's gone 

* Which made it worth my ftrife : my being's nauleouf ^ 
^^ For all the biibes of life are ffone away*' 

yent. Wou'dyoa be taken ? . 
Ant. Yes, I wou'dbetakens 
But, as a Roman ought, dead, myVentidiusr 

* For I'll convey my ibuLfrom Cafar's reach,' 

* And lay down life myfelf* 'Tis time the world. 
^ Shou'd have a lord, and know whom to obey. 

* We too have kept its homage in fufpence, 

* And bent the globe on whofe each fide we trod, 

* Till it was dinted inwards. Let him walk 

* Alone upon't ; I'm weary of my part. 

' My -torch* is out ; and the world flands beforeme 

* Like a black defart at th' approach of night : 
*' I'll lay me down, and ilray no farther on. 

Fent* * I could be griev'd ; 
*- But that I'll not out-live you.*^^ Chufeyour death ; 
For, I have feen him in fuch various (hapes, 
I care not which I take : I'm only troubled. 
The life I bear is worn to fuch a rag, 
'Tis fcarce worth giving. I could wifti, indeed, 
• We threw it from us with a better grace ;, 
That, Uke two lions taken in th» toils, 
We might, at Icaft, thruft out our paws and wound 
The hunters that inclofe us. 

* Ant. I have thought on't ; 
*^- Ventidius, you mull live. 

' * Fern. Imuft not,. Sir.. . 

< Ant.. 
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* jijtf. Wilt thou notliTe, tofpcakfomc good of me ? 

* To ftand by my fair fame, and guard th' approaches 

* From the ill tongues of men ? 

* Ffftt, Who (hall guard mine 

* For living after you ? 

* jfnt. Say, I command it, 

* Fent, Ifwe die well, our deaths will fpeakthemfclyes, 

* And need no living witnefs.' 
jf «/• Thou haft lov*d me, 

And fain I would reward thee. I muft dies 
Kill me, and take the merit of my death 
To make thee friends with Csefar. 

Fent^ Thank your kindnefs. 
You faid I lov'd you : and, in recompence, 
You bid me turn a traitor ! Did I think 
You would have us'd me thus ! that I fhould die 
With a hard thought of you ! 

Ant. Forgive me, Roman* 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's death 
My reafon bears no rule upon, my tongue, 
But lets my thoughts break all at random out, 
I Ve thought better ; do not deny me twice. 

Fent. By heav'n I will not, 
Let it not be t*out live you. 

jfni. Kill me firft, 
And then die thou ; for Ms but juftihou ferve 
Thy friend, before thyfelf. 

Fent Give me your hand — 
We foon fliall meet again. Now, farewel, emperor. 

[^Embrace. 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my laft : 
Since death fweeps all diitin6Hons, farewel, friend. 

That's all 

I will not make a bufinefs of a trifle— 
And yet I cannot look on you and kill you. 
Pray turn your face. 

Idnu I do : Strike home be fure. t 

Fent. Home, as my fword will reach, ^ilh hlmftlf. 

Ant. Oh, thou m/flak'ft J. , . 

That wound was none of thine ; give it me back. 
Thou robb'll me of my death. 

Fent. I do indeed; 

9at 
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But, think, 'tis the firil time I e'er deceiv'd you. ; 
If that may plead my pardon. And you, gods, 
Forgive me, if you will ; for I die perjur'd, > 
Rather than kilLmy friend. [^/V/. 

j^nu Farewel ! Ever my leader, ev*n in death ! 
* My queen and thou have got the flart of me ; 
And I'm the lag of honour.-^ — Gone fo foon I 
- Is death no more ! * He us'd him carelefsly, 

* With a familiar kindnefs : ere he knocked, 
^ Ran to the door, and.took him in his arms, 

* As who fliould fay, you're welcome at all hours, 

* A friend need give no warning?— Books had fpoil'd him, 

* For all the leam'd are cowards by profeffion,* 
\ *Ti8 not worth 

\ My further thought ; for death, for ought I know, 
^« Is but to think no more. Here's to be fatisfy'd. 

[talh on hisf'^vor^* 
I've mifs'd my heart— Oh, ui^performing hand ! 
' Thou never couldft have err'd in a worfc.time. 

* My fortune jades me to tl\e lafl ; and death, 

* Like a great man, take^ fmte and makes me wait 

* For my admittance'— {Tramjilhi^wthtn* 
Some perhaps from Caefar ! 

' If he fbould find me livmg, andfufped 

* That I play'd booty with my life !* Til ipend 

\ My work, ere they can reach me. [^Rifes upon his hefs^ 
y £«/fr Cleopatra, Charmioo, tf«// Iras. 

Cleo. Where is my lord ? Where is he ? 

* C/6/?r. There he lies, 

- • And dead Ventidius by him.' 

Cko, My fca,r8 were prophets ! I ara come ton Ute f 
iQh , tha t $ccu rs 'd Alexas ! [ Runj to h im* 

Ant, Art thou living ? 
Or am I dead before I knew, and thou 
The firft kind ghoft that meets me ? 

* Cleo, Help me feat him 1 

* Send quickly, fend for help ! [They place him in a chair ^ 

* Ant, I am ai^wer'd. 

* We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra ; 

* I'll niake themoftJcan of life, to Hay 

* A moment more with thee.* 
O(0. How is u with you ? 
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^U *Ti8 as with a maa 
Removing in a hurry ; all packM up, 
But one dear jewel that his haftc forgot ; 
And he, for that returns upon the fpur : - 
So I come [lack for thee. 

CUo. Toq lone, ye heav'ris, you have been crud fomp ! 
Oh, now be kiiid, and give me back 
His fleeting life. 

^u It will not be, my love ! 
I keep my foul by force. 
Say but thou art not falfe. 

Cleo. *Ti8 now too late » 

To fay I*m true : I'll prove it, and d!e wlth'you. 
Unknown to me, Alexas feign'd my deaths 
Which, ifrhen I knew, I haftcd to prevent 
This fatal confequence. My fleet betray'd 
Both you ^d me. 

Jnt. And Dokbella— 
- Cleo^ Scarce efleem'd before helov'd : but hated lioXr, 

Anu Enough ! my life's not loiig enough for more. 
Thou fayfl thou wilt come after ; 1 befieve thee ; 
Fori can now believe whatc'er thou fay 'ft. 
That we may part more kindly. 

CUo^ I will come: 
Doubt not, my life, 1*11 come, and quickly too \ 
Cxfar fliall triumph o'er no part of thee. 

Anu Butgrieve not, while thou ftay'ft, 
My lafl difai&ous times ! 
Think we have had a clear and glorious day ; 
And heav'n did kindly to delay the ftorm . 

Juft till our clofe of ev'ning. Ten years love, 
And not a moment lofl, but all improvM 
To th' utmoft joys ! What ages have we liv'd ! 
And now to die each others ! and, fo dying. 
While hand in hand we walk in groves oelow, ^ 

Whole troops of lover's ghods (hall flock about us. 
And all the ti^in be ours* " , 

Cleo. Your words are like the notes of dying fvvani, , 
Too fweet to laft. Were there fo^many hours 
For yoMr unkindnefs, and not one for love ! . . , . 

Ant. No, not a minute — This one kifs— more worth 

Than all 1 leave to Caefar.— — [X>/Vj. 

% Cko. 



«4 ALL FORL O V E. , 

Cke. Oh» tell me fo again !^ 

* And take ten thoufand kifles for that word*— *• 
My lord ! n^ lord I Speak, if vou yet have being! 
Sigh to me ir you cannot (peak f or caft 

One look ; do any tfainfi; that (hows you lire. 
Irau He's gone too hx to hear you, 

* And this you fee, a lump of fenfelefs clay, 

* The leavings of a foul.' 

^ Char, RememW, Madam, 
He charg'd you not to grieve. 

Cko. And I'll obey him. 
I have not lov'd a Roman, not to know 
What (hould become his wife— his wife, my Charmios^. ! 
For 'tis to that high title I afpire ; 
And ndw I'll not die lefs. * Let dull 0£tavia, 

* Survive to mourn him dead : my noble fate 

* Shall knit our fpoufals with a tie too drong 

* For Roman laws to break/ 
Iras. Will you then die ? 

Cko. Why (houldft thou make that queftion ? 
Fly both and bring the cure of all our ills. 

* /nw. Csefar is merciful.—— 
« Cleo* Let him be fo 

* To thofe that want his mercy : my poor lord 

* Made Jio fuch covenant with him, to (pare me 

' When he was dead. Yield me to Cse&r's pride ! 
< What, to be led in triumph thro' the dreetSi 

* A fpedacle to bafe plebean eyes ; 

* Whilefome-dejeded friend of Antony's, 

* Qofe in a corner, fltakes his head, and mutters 

* A fecret curfe on her who ruin'd him-— 

* I'll nonfe of that 

* Char, Whatever you refolve 

* I'll follow ev'n to death. 

* Iras. I only fear'd 

^ For you ; but more (hould fear to live without you. 

* Ciio, Why now 'tis as it (hould be. Qyick, my friendst 

* Difjxitch ; ere this, the town's in Csefar's hands : 

* My lord looks down concem'dand fears myiUy, 

* Left I (hould he furpriz'd ; 

'* Keep him not waiting for his love too long. 

f You, Charmioo. bring my crown and nchefl jewels, 

- * With 
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* Witli*em the wreath of vi£loTy I- made 

^ (Vam ftugufy !) (or him who now lies dead ; 

^ Y0U9 Iras^ l>fing the cure of all ouriUi.' ' ' 

^as. The afpicks, Madanor ? 

Cleo. Muft I bid you twice ? lEx:Chm. mJItslu 

Tis fweet to die, when they would fofoe life oa mey 
To rufh into the dark abode of death, 
j^nJ meet my /wv< * 

* And feize him fir ft ! if he be tike my tanre, 

*^ He is not ftightful fure I . . 

^ We're now akme, in ftci^y and flleaee 1 

* And is not this like lovers ^ I may ktf» 

* Thefeptile, cold lips^^O^avia doles net fee oie'r . - 
>*Aiid, Oh, *tis better for to have kim thus, 

^ Than fee him In her anus !* — ;-Oh welcome, wekmite*) 
Enter Charmi^n anA Ims^ 'ijtth tb9 4fjpidb^ f^ic*. ' ^ 
«^CiMrr.< What muft be done? : >v 

^ Cle0» Short ceremony, friends |. ^ -i ^* ' 

' ^^ But vet it muft be dW«Mi Firil, t|(k lauwA: ^' 1 . ) . • 
^ ShaH crowi^m]f hettfs bend : he feH not Wely, 
*" Nor left his ibield behbd h'tm. Only tliou 
^ Conidfi triumph o'er thyfelf i aad jHmh ekitte . . 

* Wert worthy lb to triumph, • 
« CJhar. To what end. 

^ Thef<^en%ns of yottrpem|» and myalfy ? 

* Ofifs^. Dull, that thoii art ! wby, 'm to^ meet .nrjrlolre r 
** Aft when Ifaw him ^rfk on Cydno^sbank, 

«- Allfparkiinglikeagoddetil; foaddmM, 

* Vll find him >once again : my feoonLd i^i0«£d#t .. / 
^ Shall match my iirf^, in gk>ry» Haftt, haftef tad^.. /i 
*- Aad drefs the bride of Afttdny ! « 

* Ci&<arr. Tis doiie- r.'. 
< aetf. Now fet me by my lord* Idslnli tUkflad^i 

•• For I nnrftcoftquer Cifer too. Jikc Mm^ 

* Ahd'win my (hare o'th' worldC Hail^ you 4«»nr vefickkc 
** Of my immortal .k)ve ! J 

* Oh,, let no impious hand iiemove'yott hence^; 

*- But reft for ever here : let Egypt gite . . ^ 

*' His death tliat pefiee, which it denyM kis life. . r 
*• Reach me the caiket, • 

^ Irois. Underneath the fruic the aCptck lies/ 
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C3ep. Welcome, thou kind deceiver ! 

[Putting a/Ue th( leaviu ■ 
Thou befl of thieves ; who, with aa eafy key, .. » 
Doft open life, and, unpcrcciv'd h^ us, 
£v'n unUs us from oiirfelve$ : * djt'charging fo 

* Death's dieadfuloificc; better than himfelf, 

* Touching ourlimh^ fo. gently into flumber, 

* That death Hands by, deceived by his own image,. 
V * And thinks himfelf but fleep/ 

\ Scr. The queen, where is (he ? . {IVttbin. - 

^--^The town is yielded, Ciefar's at the gates. ; : , 

dec. He comes too late t'itHrade the rights* of death. 
Hafle, hafie, my friend, and roufe the ferpent's fury^ 

[Holds out her arm^ anddrav^s it back- , 
Coward flefli . • 

Would'H thott confpirQ with Caefar,. to betray me. 
As thou wert none of mine ? I'll force thee to^r, « 

And not be fent by him, * 

But bring n^felf, xofy. foul to Antony. - » 

[iftrks/ijuky^nd tbefijh»m heparmhko^, * 
Take hence : the work isdone.^ 

Ser. Break ope the door, \}Vithiii^% 

And guard the traitor well. 

' Char. The next is ours. 

* Iras* Now Gharmi6n, to be worthy . , r » 

*,Of our great queeR and miftreis.* [Tbe^apffythea/fUks.. 

Cleo. Already, de$th, I ieel thee, in my veins ; » 

I go with fuch a will t<x find my lord, , ^ 

That we (hallquitkly meet. . • 

A hejwyiAumboefs creeps thro* every limb,. 
And now 'tis at my head : my eye-hds fall,. - * 

And my dear love is vaniihed in a mift ! 
« Wliepeffi4lll fi^himr wheie I Oh, turn me to him T 

* And lay me on his breail*— -Caefar, thy worft j - » 
Ni6w part w, if thou canft. [Dies, . 
[Iras fink$ down at her feet and dies \ Charmion^^i«J!r ^<- * 

hind her chtHt^ as dr effing her head*- 
jB«/^r Scrapion, twoPrieJis^ Alexa8^tf»/»tff, <*«^Egyptian5», 
2 Prieft. Behold, Serapion, what havock death has 
Ser. 'Twas what I feared. [made ! 

< Charmion, is this well done ? 

Char. 
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* Char, Tesy 'm well done, andlike'^jjueen^ tB^e laft 

* Of her great race : I follow her. [Sinks down ; dieu 

* Alex. 'Tistruc, 

^ She has done well ; mach better thus to die^ 

• Than lire to make a holy -day in Rome.* 

&r. See how the lovers lye in (late together, . 
As they were giving laws to half mankind, / 

Th* impreffi6n of a fmile left in her face, / 

Shows me dy'd pleasM with him for whom (he liv*d^ ^-^ 
And went to charm him in another world. 
Caefar's jufl entring ; grief has now no leifure* 
Secure that villain, as our pledge of fefcty, 
To grace th* imperial triumph. Sleep, blcft pair,. 
Secure from human chance, long ages out, 
While all the ftorms of fate fly o*ier your tomb ; 

And fame to late pofterity (hall tell. 

No lovers liv'd fo great, or dy*d fo well. [ExcunK 

Ekd of the FxFTa Aqt.. 
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pOE?S, lih dlfpuiants^ when, reafons fatty 

Ha<ve cnefUre refuge left i and thai*s to rath. 
Fopy coxcemhyfooly are thunder^ d thro^ the pit ,- 
^nd thh is all their equipage of'voit^ 
We *v^onder how the de*vd this difference gro^ivs^ 
Betwixt our fools in nferfsy and yours inprofe : 
For J faithy the quarrel right^ imderjtoody 
^is civil war with tiehr ownflejh and bloodi 
The thread-hare author hates thegawdy coat ; . 
Andfwears at the gilt coach y hut fwean a foot t 
For ^tis obferv^d of every fcrihbling mauy 
He grows a fop as f aft as e^er he can ; 
Prunes up^ andafks the oracle his glafi^ 

f^pink or purple hef{ Becomes his face* 
or our poor <wretchy he neither rails- nor prays i. 
Jfor likesyour wit,jitft as you like his plays^ 
He has not yet fo much of Mr, Bays. 
He does his hefty and if he cannot pleafey, 
Would quietly fue out his writ ofeafe, 
X'ety if he might his o'wn grand jury call^ 
By the fair fex hehegs toftandorfalU 
Let Cafar*spow\ the mtn^s ambition move^ 
BtU grace you him who hji the 'world f err love^, 
^^^ iffo^^ antiquated lady fay y 
The lafi age is not copy*d in his pip; ; 
Ueav'n help the man <uohofor that face ^K^ft drudge^^ 
Which only has the i\jr inkles of a judge* 
JLet not theyoung and beauteous join nvith thofe ; . 
Forjhouldyou raifefuch numerous hoftsoffoes^ 
Tmng imts and /parks he to his aid mufi cally 
^Tismore than onemat^s work to pleafeyou.alU. 
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Madam, 

AFTER having; a great while wUhM to write fomc- 
thmg that might be worthy to lay at your high- 
nefs's feet, and finding it impoilible : iince the world haa 
been fo kind tome to judge of this poem to my advan- 
tage, as the moil pardonable fault, which I had made in 
Its kind, I had £nned againft myfelf if I had not chofen 
this opportunity to implore (\vhat my ambition it mofl 
fond of) your favour and prote6tion. 

For though fortune would not fo far blefs my endea* 
Tours, as to encourage them with your Royal Highnefs't 
prefcnce, when this came into the world ; yet I cannot 
but declare, it was my defign and hopes, it might have 
been your dlvertifement in that happy feafon, when you 
returned again, to chear all thofe eyes that had berbre 
wept for your departure, and enliven all hearts that had 
drooped for your abfence. When wit ought to have paid 
its choiceit tributes in, and joy have known no limits^ 
then I hoped my litile^mite would not have been reje6led ^ 
though my ill fortune'was too hard for me, and I loft a 
greaer honour, by your Royal Highnefs's abfence, than 
all the applaufes of the world beiides can make mc repa^ 
lution for. 

Neverthclefs, I thought myfelf not quite unhappy, fo 

long as I had hopes this way yet to recompenfe my d^(kp« 

A z pointmcAt 
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pointment paft: when I confider'<} alfo, that poetfy 
might claim right to a little fhare in your favour ; for Tat- 
fo, and Ariofto, fome of the bcft, have made their namet 
eternal, by tranfmitting to after ages the glory of your 
anceilors : and under the fpreading of that ftiade, where 
two of the befl have planted their laurels, how honoured 
fiiould I be, who am the worft| if but a branch jnight 
grow for me ? 

I dare not think of ofiering any thing in this addrefs, 

that might look like a panegyrick, for fear, left when I 

have done my beft, the world ihould condemn "me for 

faying too little, and you yourfelf pheck me for roeddling^ 

» with a taik unfit for my talent. 

For the defcription of virtues and perfedtions fo rare as 
yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate, as ikilful a 
hand ; the features muft be drawn very fine, to be like ; 
hally daubing will but fpoil the pi£ture, and ihake it fo 
unnatural, as muft want ^Ife lights* to fet it oftl And 
your virtue can receive no more luftre from pradices, 
than your beauty can be improv'd by art ; whichj as it 
charms the braveft prince that ever amaz'd the woti^ 
with his virtue : f9» let but all other hearts enquire into 
themfelyes, and then judge how it ought to bepraifed. 

Your love, too^ as none but that great hero who hat 
It, could deferve it, and therefore, by a particular lot 
from Heaven, was deftin'd to fo extraordinary a bleiSng, 
fo matchlefs for itfelf, and fo wondrous for its couftancy^ 
ihall be remembered to your immortal honour, when all 
other tramfadtionsof the age you live in (hall be forgotten. 

But I forget that I am to aik pardon for the fault I 
have been all this while committing. Wherefore I beg 
your Highnefs to forgive me this prefumption, and that 
you will be pleafed to think well of one who cannot help 
refolving with all the adtions of life, to endeavour to de- 
ferve it ; nay more, I would beg, and hope it may bo 
granted, that I may, through yours, never want an advo* 
catc in his favour, whofe heart and mind you havie fo en- 
tire a fhare in ; it is my only portion and my fortune. I 
cannot but be happy, fo long as I have but hopes I may 
enjoy it ; and I muft be miferable, (houdd it ever be my 
ill fate to lofe it* 

This, 
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This, With eternal willies for your Royal Highnefs's 
content, happinefs, and profperity, in allhumiticy is pre- 
fcnted by 

Your moft obedient, and 

deYoted feryanr, 

Tro. Otwat. 
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PROLOGUE. 

^ you^ great judges in this writing age^ 
The fins efivity and patrons oftheflagi^ 

With aU dfofi humble thoughtSj^ njohichJiiJ hofvefwq/i 

His pride ^ much doubting^ trembling and afraid • 

Of what is to his i^ant of merit due^ 

And a'uo'd by ev^iy excellence inypUy 

The author fends'^to brgyou will be kind^ 

Andjpare thofe mar^ faults you needs muflfindm 

Tou^ to whom wit a common foe is gro^ivn^ 

Yhe thing ye fcorn and publicly dijewn* 

Though now y per haps J ye*re here for other ends^ 

He fwears to me ye ought to he his friends ; 

For he ne^er calPdyeyet infipid tools ; 

Nor wrote one line to tell ye you were fools;: 
But fays of wit ye have fa large aflore^ 

So very much you^never will have "more* 

He ne*er with Ubcl treatedyet the tovjn. 

The names of honeft men bedaubed and Jhewn^ 

Nqyy never once lampooned the harmlefi Ufiy 

Offuburb virgin^ or of city wife*. 

Saiyr^s tF cffeH of poetry* s difeafe^ V 

If^hich^ fick of a lewd age^ Jhe vents for eafe^ * 

But now her onlyjirifi Jhould be topleafe \ J 

Since of iU fate the baneful cUud^s withdrawn^ 

Ana bappinefs again begins to dawn ; 

Since back witljjey and triumph he is comey 

That alwayr dre^\) fears hence ^ ne^er brought ^eftt^homfm 

Oft has he ploughed the boiJProut ocean o^er^ n 

Tet ne^er more welcome to the l^gingfhorcy > 

Hot when he brought home vi^ries before* J^ 

For then fr^ laurels fkurifl^d^n hh broav^ 

And he comes crowned with olive-branches now t 

Receive bim^^hy receive him^ as his friends ; 

Embrace the blefpngs which he recommends : 

Such quiet as your foes Jhall ne*er deftroy ; 

Thenjhakt off fears ^ andclapyour hands for joy^ 

Dramatii 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 
MEN. 

Drury-Laae. Coyeni-Garden. 

^cafto^ a noWeman re- 
tired tVo m r h e cou rt, 
and living privately 
in the country, Mr. Packer. Mr. Hull. 

CaftaUo^ \ , . |. ^ Mr. Reddifli. Mr. Smith. 

¥oyd9re, J ^** ^^^^ Mr. Brereton. Mr. Wroughtoto. 

Chamanty a yoyng fol- 
dicr of fortune, 
brother of iWtf«/>//<i, Mr. Smith. Mr. Benfley. 

Ernefie^ 1 fervants in Mr. Wrighten. Mr. Redman. 

Paulino^ ] the family, 

CorMUy P^Jydare^s 

page, Mafter Pulley. Mifs Cockayne. 

Chaplain* Mr. Ufher. 



WOMEN. 



jy^/m/tf , the Orphao, 
left iuKJertheguar- 
dianfhipofold ^rtf/*- 
toy Mifs Youngc. Mifs Miller* 

ter, MifsPlatt* Mrs. Pouffin* 

Fhrellay Monimia^s 
voman, Mrs. Johnfton. Mrs. Fitt» 



SCENE^ BOHEMIA. 
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A C T L 
* Enter Paulino and Ernefto. 

* Paulino. 

% »nr^IS flrange, Erncfto, this fcvcrity 

* X Should Jdill reign powerful in Acafto*i mini^ . 

* To h^te the court where he was bred, and liv'd, 

* All honours heap'd on him that pow'r could give. 

*' Ern. 'Tis true, he thither came a private gentlenuuiy 

* But young and brave, and of a family 

* Ancient and noble, as the empire holds. , 

* The honours he has gain'd are juftly his ; 

* He purchased them m war : thrice has he led 

* An army 'gainft the rebels, and as often 

* Returned with vidory. The world has not 

* A truer foldier, or a better fubjedt. 

* FauL It was his virtue at firft made me ferve him; 

* He is the beft of matters and of friends : 

* I know he has lately been invited thither ; 

* Yet ftill he keeps his IVubbom purpofe ; crie» 

* He's old, and willingly would be at reft. 

* I doubt there's deep refentment in his mind, 

* For the late flight his honour fuffcr'd there. 

* Ern. Has he not reafon ? When for what he had 

' borne, 
^ Long, hard, and painful toil, he might have claim'd 

* Places in honour, and employment high ; 

* A huffing, Ihining, llatt'ring, cringing coward, 

* A canker-worm of peace, was rais^l above him. 

* Paul. Yet ftillhe holds jull value for the king, 

* Nor ever names him but with higbeil reverence. 
« 'Tis noble that— — 

• Em. 
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* Ern, Oh ! I have heard him wanton in his pralfc, 

* Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy. 

* PauL Oh, may he live till nature's felf grows old, 

* And from her womb no more can blefs the earth ! 

* For when he dies, farewel all honour, bounty, 

* All generous encouragement of arts ; 

* For charity herfelf becomes a widow. 

* Era. No, he has two fons, that were ordain'd to be 

* As well his virtues as his fortune's heirs. 

* PauL They're both of nature mild, and full or 

* fweetnefs; 
« They came twins from the womb, and dill they live 

* As it they would go twins too to the grave : 

* Neither has any thing he calls his own, 

* But of each other's joys, as griefs, partaking; ^ 

* So very honeftly, fo well they love, 

* As rhcy were only for each other bom. 

* Em. Never was parent in an oflfepring happier ; 

* He has a daughter too, whofe blooming age 
*. Promifes-goodnefs equal to her beauty. 

* Pai{L And as there is a friendlhip ^twixt the brethren^ 
« So has her infant nature chofen too 

* A faithful partner of her thoughts and wifhes, 
« And kind companion of her harmlefs plcafures. 

* Ern. You mean the beauteous orphan, fair Monimia. 

* p6«/. The fame, the daughter of the brave Chaiuont. 

* He was our lord's companion in the wars ; 

* Where fuch awondVous friendfhip grew between 'ein,^ 

* Aa only death could end. Chamont's eflate 

* Was ruin'd in our late and civil difcords ; 

* Therefore, unable to advance her fortune, 

* He left his daughter to our matter's care ; 

* To fuch a care, as ihe fcarce loft her father. 

* Ertt. Her brother to the emperor's wars went early^ 

* To feek a fortune, or a noble fate ; 
Whence he with honour is exptifled back, 
And mighty marks of that great prince's f ivour. 

* PauL Our mailer never would permit his font 
To launch for fortune in th' uncertain world ; 
But warns 'em to avoid both courts and camps, 
Where d'latory fortune plays the jilt 
With the brave, noble, honeft, gallant man. 
To throw herfelf away on fools and knaves, 

« Em. 
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* Ern^ They both have forward, gen'rous, a^ive fpirits. 
^ *Ti8 daSly their petition to their tather, 

* To fead them forth where glory's to be gotten : 

* They cry, they're weary of their lazy home, 

* Reftlefs to do fomething that fame may talk of, 

* To-day they chas'd the boar, and near this time 

* Should be returnM. 

* Paul, Ob, that's a royal fport ! 

* Wc yet may fee the old man in a morning, 

* Lully as health, come ruddy to the field, 

* And there purfue the chace, as if he iheant 

* To o'ertake time, and bring back youth again. [£«f.* 

SCENE, a garden. 

Enter Cafhllo, Polydore, and Page. 

Caji. Polydore, our fport 
Has been to-day much better for the danger ; 
When on the brink the foaming boar I met, 
And in h?8 fide thought to have lodg'd my fpear. 
The defperate favage ruih'd within my force. 
And bore me headlong with him down the rock. 

FoL But then 

CaJI. Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore, 
Xrike Perfcus, mounted on his winged fieed. 
Came on, and down the dangerous precipice leap'd 
To favc Caflalio. 'Twas a godlike aft ! 

Pol. But when I came, 1 found you conquerorv 
Ch, my heart Hanc'd to fee your danger paftl 
The heat and fury of the chace was cold, 
And I had nothing in my mind but jo^. 

Cajl. So, Polydore, methinks we might In war 
Rufii on together ; thou (houldll be my guards 
And I be thine ; what is't could hurt us then ? 
Now half tVc youth of Europe are in arms, 
How fulfome mufl it be to flay behind. 
And die of rank difeafes here at home ? 

PoL No, let me purchafc in my youth renown. 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I am old ; 
I would be bufy in the world, and learn, 
Not like a coarfe and uJTelefs dunghill weed, 
JFixM to one fjpot, and rot jull as I|;row, 

Cqft. Our father 

Hat 
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Fol 'Tis kindly oflferM. 

Caft. By yon Hcaveu, I !ovc 
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys j 
^nd would net fhock his quiet, to be blefi: 
With greater happinefs than man e'er taftcd. 

PoL And by that Heaven eternally I fwear^ 
To keep the kind Caftalto in my heart* 
Whofe fliall Monimia be ? 

Cafl* No matter whofe. 

Foi. Were you not with her privately laft night ? ^ 

Cqfi. I was, and Ihould have met her here again ; 
But th' opportunity (hall now be thine ; 
Myfelf will brmg thee to the fcene of love : 
But have a care, by friendfhip I conjure thee. 
That no falfe play be ofFer'd to thy brother. 
Urge all thy pow'rs to make thy paiTion profper : 
But wrong not mine. 

Pol. Heaven blaft me if I do. ^ 

Caft. If *t prove thy fortune, Polydore" to conquer^ 
(For thou haft all the arts of foft perfuafion)' 
Truft roe, and let me know thy love's fuccefs» 
That I may ever after ftifle mine. 

PoL Though fhe be dearer to my foul than reft 
To weary pilgrims, or to mifers gold. 
To great men powV, or wealthy cities pride, 
Rather than wrong Caflalio, Td forget her. 

For if ye powers have happinefs in llore, 

When ye would ftiowV down joys on Polydore, 

In one great bleffing all your bounty fend. 

That I may never lofe fo dear a friend. 

[Exeunt Caft. and PoU 
Enter Monimia. 

Mon^ So foon retum'd from hunting ? This fair day 
Seems as if fent to invite the world abroad. 
Pafs'd not Caftalio and Polydore this way ? 

Page* Madam , j u ft now. 

Man. Sure fome ill fate*s upon mc# 
Diftruft and heavinefs fit round my heart. 
And apprehenfion fliocks my timorous fouK 
Why was not I laid in my peaceful grave 
With my poor parents, and at reft as they are ? 
Inftead of that, I'm wandring into cares. 
Caftalio ! Oh, Caftalio ! thou haft caught 

My 
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My fboHih heart ; and like a tender child. 
That fniih bis play-thing to another hand, 
I fear it$ harm, and -fain would have it back* 
Come near, Cordelio^ I muft chide you, 8m 

Page, Why, Madant, have I done you any wrong ^ 
Mo/i, I never fee- you now ; you have been kinder ^ 
Sat by my bed, and fung me pretty fongs; 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful. Herc^s money for you t 
Will you oblige nie ? Shall I fee you oft'ner ? 
Page, Madam, Vd ferve you with my A>ul r 

* But in the morning when you call me to you, 

* As by your bed I Uand, and tell you ftorics, 

* I am aiham'd to fee your fwelling breaiby. 

* Jt makes me blufh, they arc fo very whiter 

Moff. * Oh, men, for ttatt'^y and deceit rcnown^'df 

* Thus, when y*are yoUng, ye kam it all like hira^ 

* 'HIl aa your years increafe, that ftrengthens too, 

* T* undo poor maids, and make ouc ruin eafy«? 
Tell me^ Cordtlio, for thou oft haft heard 
Their friendly converfe, and their bofom iecretr ; 
Sometimes,, at leaft, have they not talk'd of me I 

Page, Oh, Mad^n^ v€fy wickedly they have talk*d! 
But I am afraid to ntant ix; for, they fay. 
Boys muft bewhippM that tell thdr mailer's fecrett% 

Moit: Fear not, Cordelio ; it (hall ne*er be known $ 
For I'll preferve the fecret as 'twere nunew 
Polydore cannot be fo kind as I. 
Ill fumiih thee with all thy harmlefs fporti, 
With pretty toys^ andthou (halt be my page. 

Pa^e, And truly, Madam, I had rather be fo* 
Methioks you love me better than my lord ; 
For he'was never half fo kind as you are. 
What mufti do? 

JMaii,^ Inform me how thoi4*ft heard 
Caftalio, and his brother, ufe my name. 

Pagr, With all theteuderneis of love ; 
You were the fubjed of their laft difoourfe; 
At firft Ithought it would have fatal provVi j 
But as the one grew hot, the other c^>ord^ 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At laft, after much ftniggling, *twa*refolv>'d— --* 

Mm* What,^goodjCordelio? 

B z Page* 
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Page. Not to quiarrel for you. 

Mon. I wou'd not have 'em ; by my dcarcft hc^f » 
I wou'd not he the argument of ftrlfc. 
But furcly my Caftalio won't forfake me, 
And make a mock*ry of my eafy love. 
Went they together ? 

Pa^e. Yes, to feek you, Madam. 
Caftahopromis'd Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you. 
And fairly try the fonuneof his wiflies* 

Mon. Am I then grown fo cheap, juft to be made 
A common {lake, a prize for love in jell? 
Was not Caflalio very loth to yield it ; 
Or was it Polydore's unruly paffion^ 
That heighten 'd the debate ? 

Page. The fault was Polydore's. 
Caflalio play'd with love, and fmiling (heW'4 
The pleafure, not the pangs of his delire* 
He faid, no woman's fmiles fhould buy hit freedom ; 
And marriage is a mortifying thing. 

Mm. Then I am ruin'd, if Caflalio^s falfe. 
Where is there faith and honour to be found I 
Ye gods that guard the innocent, and guide 
The weak, protect, and take me to your care. 
Oh, but I love him ! There's the rock will Wfvck me ! 
Why was J made with all my fex*s foftnefs. 
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies ? 
I'll fee CaHalio, tax him with his falihoods. 
Be a true woman, t^il, protefl my wrongs ; 
Refolve to hate him, and yet love him Ibll. 
Enter Caftalio and Polydore. 
He comes, the conqueror corner ! lie ftill, my hearty 
And learn to bear thy injuries with fcern. 

Cajf* Madam, my brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you fomethingthat concerns you nearly. 
1 leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Jifon. My lord, Caftalio ! 

Cafi.. Madagi ? 

Mon. Have you purposed 
To abufe me palpably ? What means this liiage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone ? 
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€k^. He btft can tdl you. Bufinefvofliiiip^vUndt 
Calls mc away ; I muft attend' my father^. 

Mon. M/ ill you then leav« me thut^ 

C<t^. But for a moment*^ 

A&/r. It has been otherwife i the timt harbotii,. 
When bufinels ipight have fiaid, and I been h«fird. 

Caft, I could for ever bear thee ; but this time 
Matters of fuch odd circumftaneef prcA me» 
That I muft' go lEpoh. 

JMHon* Then go» end, irtbepoffible,^ forevw* 
Well, my lord Pblydore, I guel» youri>ufiBers, 
And read the ill-natur'd purpofe in your eyes; 

PoL If to deflreyou more than mifcri weatthf 
Or dying men an hour of added life; 
If fofteK wiihes, and a heart moretnie, 
Than ever fufferM yet for love diidain'dy^ 
Speak an ill nature, yeu accufe me jullly. 

Mfm. Talk not of love, my lord, I muft^net hear (ti& 

"PoU ' Who can behold fuch beauty, and 1^. iilent ? 
I>efire firft taught us words. Man^ when created^ 
At fiift alone long wander'd up and down^ 
Forlorn, and filent as his vafi^-beads ; 
But whena heav^n*boni*makii like you, appear'd^ 
Strange pleafures fiU'd his e^yes, and fir'd his heait,- 
Vnioob'd his tongue, and his firft talk was love. 

Mott. The firft cr eared pair indeed were blefsM | 
They were the only obje<&s of each other,. 
Therefore he courted her, aid her alone : ■ 
But in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room, where you may court, amd ruiit 
A thoufand more, why need you talk to me^ ? 

PoL Oh ! I could talk to thee for even Thf«t 
Eteroally adrriiring, fix and gaze 
Ort thofe dear cy^^^ tor every glance they fend 
Darts- through my foul, and ahuoft gives enjoyment* 

M/i. ■ How can you labour thus for my uadokig ? 
I muft coDt'cf?, indeed, I ow"e you more 
That ever Lean hope or think to pay. 
There always was.a friendihip 'twixt our families ; 
And therefore when my tender parents <^y*^ 
Whofe ruin'd fortunes tooexpic'd with them,.. 
Your fathefir'i pity and his bounty took me, , 
A poorafid helplefs orphan, to hU care* 

B 3 PoU 
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P0I. •Twat Hcav*n ordain'd it fo, to make nofc hz]^py^- 
Hence with this peeviih virtue, 'tis a cheat, 
* And thofe who taught it firil were hypocrites.' 
Come, theie foft tender limbs were made for yielding. 
Mon. Heit on my knees, by Heaven's blefl pow'r I 
fwear, [Kneels^ 

If you perfift, I nc*er henceforth will fee you. 
But rather wander through the world a beggar. 

And five on fordid fcraps at proud men's* doors ; 

For though to fonune loft, I'll ftill inherit 

My mother's virtues, and my father's honour*. 
FoL Intolerable vanity ! your fes 

Was never in the right ! y' are always £ilfe 

Or filly ; ev'n your dredes are not more 

Fantaftic than your appetites ; you thinlc 

Of nothing twice. Opinion you have none*. 

To-day y' arc nice, to-morrow not fo free ; 

Ko^lmile, then frown; now forrowful, then glad:; 

Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why ! 

Virtue you afSe^t; inconftancy's your pradt.ice ; 

And when your loofe deiires once get dominion,. 

TSTo hungry churl feeds coarfer at a feaft ;. 

Ev'ry rank fool* goes down— — 
Mon. Indeed, mylord^ 

I own my fex's follies -y 1 have 'em all.. 

And, to avoid its fault, muft fly from you. . 

Therefore, believe me, could you raife me hig^ 

As moft fantaftic woman's wiih could reach, 

And lay all natufe's riches at my feel ;. 

Vd lather run a favage in the woods 

Amongft brute beafts, grow wrinkled and deform'd,^ 

• As wlldnefs and moft rude neglect could make me,* 

So I might ftill enjoy my honour fafe 

From the deftroying wiles of faithlefs men. [ Exit^^ 

Pol. Who'd be that fordid foolifli thing call'd man,. 

To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a.pleafure^ 

Whieh beafts enjoy fo very much above him ?. 

The lufty bull ranges through all the field. 

And from the herd fingling his female out^ 

Enjoys her, and abandons her at will* 

It fliali be fo i I'll yet pofTefs my love; 

Wait on, and watch her loofe unguarded hours ; 

Then, when her roving thoughts have been abroad, 

I - And 
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Ani brought in wanton wilhes to her heart, 
I'th* very minute when ncr virtue nods, 
I'll rulh upon her in a llorm of lo^ e. 
Beat down her guard of honour all before me,- 
Surfeit on joys, till ev'n defire grows fick ; 
Then, by long abfence, liberty regain,. 
And quite forget the pleafure and the jialn.^ 

lExeuttt PoL and Page, 
End of the Fiit8T' Act. * 



ACT H; 
SCENE, a/aloon. 
Enter huTiikOy Cadalio, <^^Polydore. 

ACA5T0.. 

TO-day has been a day of glorious /port. 
When you, Caftnlio, and your brother left me,. 
Fonh from the thickets rufti'd .another boar, , 
So large, hcfeem'd the tyrant of the woods, 
With all his.dreadful briules raisM up high. 
They feeni'S a grove of fpears upon his Iwck 5 . 
Foaming he came at me, where I was ppfted» 
Beft to obi'erve which way he'd lead the chace, . 
Whetting his huge large tulks^ and gaping wide. 
As if he already had jne for his prey:; 
Till brandidnng my well-pois'd jav'lln high, 
With this bold executing arm, 1 ilruck 
The ugly, brindled monfler to the heart. 

Caft. The a(5tions of your life were always wond'rous. " 

Acaft, No flattery, boy ! an honeft man can't lire 
by't;. 
It is a little fneaking art,, which knaves 
Ufe to cajole. and fottea fools witbaU 
If thou haft flattery iathy nature, out with'It,^ 
Or fend it to a court, for there 'twill thrive, 

^ Fol. Why there ? 

* Acaft. 'Tis, next to money, current there f 

* To be feen daily in as many rorms * 

* As there are forts of vanities, and men; 
*' The fupercilioud ftatefmaa has his ixieer,. 

« To 
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^ To footh a poor ifian off withy' thtt can't bribe hlin'f 

^ The grave dull fcllo\r of fraallbufincltfooths 
^ The humourift, and will needs admire his wit* 
' Who, without fpleen, could fee a hot-brainVlatheift|. 
^' ThaiJcing a furly do^or for his fermon; 

* Or a grave coumellor meet a fmooth young lord, 

^ Squeeze him by the hand, and {»raife hi» good com* 
• plexton?' 

^Ptf/rCourts aretheplaoes where bcihnannersilourlih; 
•* Where the deferving ought to rifc^ and foola 
•- NTalce flicw- Why ihould I vex and chafe my ipleeo^. 
*' To fee a gaudy coxcomb fhine, whea I 
^ Have feen enough to foothe him in his foUieiy 
*' And rid him to advantage as I pleafe ?— — 

* Acaft, Who merit, ooght indeed to rife iW world;; 
^ But no wife man that's honeft (hou'd expe^ it. 

* What man of fenfe would titck his generous mind^. 

• To pra^ife all the bale formalities 

^ And forms of bufinefs, force a grave flarchM face». 

• When he's a very libertine in*s hean ? 

^ Seem not to know this or that man ia public, . 

• When privately perhaps they reeet together, 

♦• And lay the fcene of feme brave fellow^s ruin*. 

* Such things are done/ 

Caft. Yourlordfh*«p*s wrongs have been 
So great, that you i^ith juftice may complain ; 
But fuffer us, whofe younger minds ne*cr felt. 
Fortune's deceits, to court her as (he's fair. 
Were ihe a. common miftrefs^ kind to all,. 
Her worth wouM ceafc, and half the world grow idle,* 

JLafi* Go to, y'are fools,, and knt)W me not; IVo^ 
learn'd 
Long iince, to bear, revenge^ or foorn my wrongs, . 
Atrcording to the value of the doen 
You both wou'dfain be great, and to that end < 
Seiire to do things worthy your ambttion. 
66 to the camp, preferment's.nobleil marr, 
Where honour ought to have the fai reft play, you'll find* 
Corruption, envy, difcontent, andfaftion, 
Almoft in evVy band. How many men 
Have fpent their blood in their dear country's ftrvice. 
Yet now pine undi:rwant| while fdfiih flares, 

That 
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That e'en wou'd cut their throats whom now they fawn ou. 
Like deadly locufls, eat the honey up. 
Which thofe induftrioiis bees fo hardly toil'd for. 

Caji, Thcfe precepts fuit not with my actire mind ; 
Methinks 1 WQuldbcbufy. 

Pol. So would I, 
Not loiter gut my life at home, and knovr 
No farther than one profpe<St gives me leave. 

j^caft. Bufy your minds then, fludy arts and mcM ; 
Learn how to value merit, though in rags. 
And fcorn a proud ill-manner'd knave in office. 
Enter Serina. 

Ser, My lord, my father ! 

Acafl, Bleflings on my child. 
My little cherub, what haft thou toaik me? 

Ser. I bring you, Sir, moil glad and welcome news. 
The young Chamont, whom you've fo often wilh'd for* 
Is jufl arriv'd, and entering. 

Acafi, By my foul', 
And all n[)y honours, he's moft dearly welcome ; 
Let me receive him like his father's friend. 

Enter Q\\zmQnx, 
Welcome, thou relidt of the beft lov'd man. 
Welcome from all the turmoils and the hazards 
Of certain danger and uncertain fortune ; 
Welcome as happy tidings after fears. 

Cham. Words wou'd butw*'ong the gratitude I owe 
you : 
Shou'd I begin to fpeak, my foul's fo full. 
That I (hould talk of nothing elfe all day* 
£;i/^r Monimia. 

Mofk» My brother! 

Cha. Oh, my fifter ! let mc hold thee 
Xong in my arms. I've not Ijeheld thy face 
Thefe miujy days; by night I've often feen thcc 
In gentle dreams, and fatisfy'd my foul 
With fancy *d joys, 'till morning cares awak'd me» 
Another fifter ! fure it muft be fo ; 
Though I remember well I had but one : 
But I feel fomething in my hean that promptSi 
And tells me (he has claim and intereft cheret 

^f<j^t Youn^ foldier^ you've not only ftudy'd war, 

Courtihig^ 
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Courtfiiip, I fee, has been your pra6Hce too, 
And may not prore unwelcome to my daughter. 

Cha. Is (he your daughter ! then my hrat told true^ 
And I'm at leaft her hr^her by adoption* 
For you hare made yourfelf to me a father, 
And by that patent I have leave to love her. 

Ser, Monimia, thou hafl told me men are Faire, 
Will flatter, . feign, and make an art of love* 
li Chamont fo ? No, fure, he'^s more than man, 
Somethingthat's near divine, and truth dwells in hin»» 

jfcaji. Thus happy, who wouMenyy pompous pow'i^ 
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities ? 
Let there be joy through all the houfe this day I 
Jn evVy room. let plenty flow at large, 
It ia the binlf^ay of my royal mafler* 
You hare not vi&ted the coun, Chamoott 
Since your return. 

C/fa. 1 have no bus'nefs there ; 
I have not flavifli temperance enough 
T' attend a faT^rite's heels, and watch bis finiles,, 
Bear an ill office done meto my hcCf 
And thank the lord that wfong'd me hr bis favour; 

^cafi. This you could do» ' lT0Jk9SjtMK 

Cqft. rdierve my prince*. 

Jcqft. Who'd ferve him> 

Cafi» I would, my lord. 
'M. And I ; both would;. 

Acaft. AwayT 
He needs not any fervants fuch as y«i»«. 
Serve him ! he merits more than man can dot 
He is fo good^ praife cannot fpeak his worth i 
So merciful, fure he ne'er fle^ in wrath ; 
So jufl, that werer he but a prrvate man. 
He couM not do a wron^r*. How wou'd you fenre bSm/- 

Caft. rd'ferve him with my fortune here at home, 
And ferve him with my perfoh in his wftrs. 
Watch foshiimf fight for him> bleed fer him. 

Poh Die for him. 
As ev'ry true-born loyal fub)e6l ought. 

Acaft. Let me embrace you both. Now, by the foulfr 
Of my brave anceflors, I'm truly happy; 
for tbi%be evcc&bleft n^ marriagje-dayi 

Bleft 
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Seft be your mother's tnemorjrtluLt loise y»u» 
And doubly bled be that aufpicious hour 
That gave ye birth- * Ycs^ my afpiriae boyi, 

* Ye (hall have bufinefs, when your mafter wants yoiu > 

* You cannot ferve a Aobler : I have ferv'd him ; 
^ In this old body yet the marks remain 

* Of many wounds* IVe with this tongue proclaim'4 .. 
^ His right, e'en in the face of rank rebellion ; 

' And when a foul-mouth'd traitor once proplum'd 
' His facred name, vrith my good fabre drawn, 
' £*eu at the head of all his giddy rout, 

* Iruih'd, and clove the ret^l to the chine/ 

Enurfar^anu • 

Sernf. My lord, th* expeoed guefts are juft arrivM, 

jicafi. Go youy and give 'em welcome and reception* 
[Exeunt Ca^. Polydore, Seritia, C^r» 

C^a» My lord, I ibnd in need of your ailiiOance 
In fomething that concerns my peace and honour. 

jicafi. Spoke like the fon of that brave man I lov'd : 
So freely, fnendly, we convcrs'd together- 
Whatc'er it be, with confidence impart it, 
Thou (halt command my fortune and my (word* 

CSa. I dare not doubt your friendihip, nor your juftice. 
Your bounty fliewn to what I hold moft dear. 
My orphan £lfter, muHt not be forgotten; 

j^cajf, Pr*ytheeno more of that, it gmtea my nature«^ . 

Cba. When our dear parents dy'd, they dy'd together^ 
One fate furpris'd *em, and one grave rccttv'd 'em. j 
My father, with his dying breath, bequeathed 
Her to my love. My mother, as (he lay 
Languifliing by him, call'd me to her fide^ 
Took me in her fainting arms, wept, and embrac'd me} 
Then prcfs'd nie clofe, and as (he obferv'd my teavsi 
Kifs'd them away • Said (he, Chamont, my fon, 
By this and all the love I ever ihew'd thee. 
Be careful of Monimia ; watch her youth ; 
Let not her wants betray her to dilhonour : 
Perhaps kind heav'n may raife (bme finend* Then figh'd, 
Kifs'd me again | fo blefs'd ns, and expir'd* 
Pardon my grief. 

jicqjf. it fpeaks »^ honefi nature* 
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Cba* The friefid heaven nris'd was you ; you took 
her up 
Aa infant, to the defert world expos'd. 
And provM another parent. 

jicafi, I've not wronged her. 

Cha. Far be it from my fears. 

Acaft* Then why this argument ? . 

Cba. My lord, my nature's jealouSj and you'll bear it* 

^ca/l. Go on. 

Chiu Great fplrits bear misfortunes hardly* 
Good oifices claim gratitude ; and pride, 
Where pow'r is wanting, will ufurp a little, . 
And make us, rather than be thought behind-hand,. 
Pay over- price. 

Acqft. I cannot gucfs your drift ; ' 

Diilru]ft you me ? 

Cha* No, but I fear her weaknefs 
May make her pay her debt at any rate ; 
And, to deal freely with your lordfbip's goodnefs, 
I've heard a ftory lately much diilurbs me. 

Acqft. Then firft charge her j and if th' offence be 
found 
Within my reach, though it ihould touch my nature. 
In my own offspring, by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rcjoic'd in, 
rd profecute it with feverefl vengeance. [Exttm 

Cham, I thank you from my foul. 

M^n* Alas, my brother! 
What have I done ? and why do you abufe me ? 
My heart quakes in me ; in. your fettled face. 
And clouded brow, methinks, I fee my fate. 
You will not kill me ! 

Cba. Pr'ythec, why doft thou ulk fo ? 

Mm* Look kindly on me then : I cannot bear 
Severity ; it daunts, and does amaze me. 
My heart's fo tender, (heuld you charge me rough, 
I ihould but weep, and anfwer you with fobbing ; 
But ufe ihe gently like a loving brother, 
And fearch through all the fecrets of my foul; 

Cha. Fear nothing, I will (hew myfelf a brother, 
A tender, honed, and a loving brother^ 
You've not forgot our father ? 

Mini 
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Mm. lihallaftver. 

Cbam* Then:yoti'lLremcmbet too» he was a man 
Tliat livM up to the i^ajidafd of his honour. 
And prizM that jewermofe thah mines of wealth. 
HeM not have done a (hameful thing but once, 
Tho* kept in darknefs from the world, and hidden^ 
He could not have forgiven it to himfelf* 
This wai the only portion that he left us ; 
And I more glory in*t, than if pofleft 
Of all that ever tbrtune threw on fools* 
*Twa8 a large trull> and mull be manag'd nicely f 
Now, if, by any chance, Monimia, 
You have foilM this gem, and taken from its value^ 
How will you account with me ? 

Mom, I challenge envy, 
Malice, and all the pradices of hell, 
To cenfure all the actions of my paft 
Unhappy life, and tsdnt me if they can ! 

Cha. ni tell thee then ; three nights ago, as 1 
X.ay muflng in my bed, all darknefs round me, 
A fudden damp flruck to my heart, cold fweat 
Dew'dallmy face, and trembling feiz*d|nylimb6. 
My bed (hook under me, the curtains Parted, 
And t© my toFtur*d fancy there appear'd 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art ? 
Thy garments flowing loofe, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, who by turns carefs'd thee 
With all the freedom of unbounded pleafure-. 
1 fnatch'd my fword, and in the very moment 
'Darted it at the phantom ; flraight it left me. 
Then rofe and call'd for lights^ when, Oh, dire omen * 
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd, 
Juft where that famous tale was interwoven. 
How the unhappy Theban flew his father. 

Mpff. And for this caufe my virtue is rurpe(f^cd \ 
Becaufe in dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I muft be torturM waking ! 

Cba, Have a care ! 
X^abour not to-be juftifyM too fad". 
ffear^lt, and then let juftice huld th<^ fcale. 
What followM was- the riddle that con rounds me. 
•Through a clofe lane^ as I purfu'dnxy journey, 

C And 
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And meditating on the laft night's vifion^ \ 

I {py*dsL wrinkled hag, with age gnMvn double,. 

Picking dry (ticks, and mumbling to herfelf ; 

Her eyes with fcalding rheum were gall'd and red ; 

Cold palfy {hov>k her head, her hanos feemVi wither'd^ 

And o'er her crooked fhoidders had ihe wrapj^'d 

The tatter'd remnant of an old ftripp'd hangmg. 

Which fcrv'd to keep her carcafs from die cold j . 

So there was nothing of a piece about her. 

Her longer weeds were all o'er coarfely patch'd 

With diff'rent coloured rag^, black, red, whitei ycUoWj 

And fcem'd to fpeak. variety of wretchednefs. 

I a&'d her of my way, which (he inform'd me ; 

Then crav'd my chanty, and bade me hafien 

To fave a fifler: at that word I ftarted ! 

Man. The common cheat of begears, every day 
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling foob their fortunes. 

Cba. Oh 1 but (he told me fuch a tale, Moaimia, 
As in it bore great circumflance of truth ; 
CafUlio and Polydore, my filler. 

Mojt. Hah I 

CJ!?a. What, altcr'd ! does your courage fail you I 
Now, by my father's foul, the witch was hondl* 
Aufwer me, if thou haft not loft to them 
Thy honour at a fordid game ? 

Mf». I will, 
I muft, fo hardly my mufortune loads me* 
1 hat both have ofier'd me their loves moft true. 

Cha. And 'tis as true too, they have both undone thee* 

M^n. Though they both with earneft vows 
Have preft my heart, if e'er in thought I yielded 
To any but Caftalio— • 
* C/?a. ButCalifto! 

M^n. Still, will you crofs the line of my difcourib. 
Yes, I confefs that he has won my foul 
By generous love, and honourable vows. 
Which he this day appointed to complete. 
And make himfelf by holy marriage mine* . 

Cla. Art thou then fpotlefs ? Haft thou ftill preferv'd 
Thy virtue white, without a blot, untainted ? 
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Mm. When I'm unchaftc may Hcav'n rejcft mj 
pray'rs ! 
Or more, to make me wretched, may yovi know it ! 

CJba. Oh) then, Monimia, art thou dearer to mp 
Than all the comforts ever yet bleft man. 
But let not marri^e bait thee to thy ruin* 
Ttuft not a. man ; we are by nature falfe, 
Diilembling, fubtil, cruel, and unconllant. 
When a man talks of love, with caution truft bii» ; 
But if he fwcars, he'll certainly deceive thee. 
1 charge thee let no more Cafhilio foothethee ; 
Avoid it, as: thou would'ft ^referve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whofe foul thou'rtprecious# 

Mofi. I will. ' 

CJba» Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great 
ones 
When merit begs ; then Ihalt thou fee how foon 
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow eafy • [Exiu 

Mon. Yes, I will try him 5 torture him feverely ; 
For, Oh, Caftalio ! thou too much haft wrong*d me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill ufage. 
He comes ; and for once, Oh, love, ftand neuter, 
Whilft a hard part's performed ! for I muft 'tempt 
Wound his (oft nature, though my heart akes for*t. 

lExlu 
Enter Caftalio. 

Cqfi* Monimia, Monimia ! ■ S he*s gone ; 
And feem'd to part witt anger in her eyes ; 
I am a fool, and (he has found my weaknefs ; 
She ufes me already like a (lave 
Faft bound in chains, to be chaftisM at will. 
'Twas not well done to trifle with my brother ; 
I might havetrufted him with all the fecret, 
Open'd my filly heart, and (hewn it bare.—— 
But then he loves her too ; but not like me : 
I am a doating honeft fhve, defign'd * 
For bondage, marriage bonds, which I have fworm 
To wear* It is the only thing I e'er 
Hid from his knowledge ; and he'll fure forgive 
The firft tranfgreflion of a wretched friend, 
Betray'd to love, and all its little follies. [Exit. ^ 

C 2 . < Entit' 
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EnUr Polydore and Page at the Dcor. 

P0I Here place yourfclf, and watch my. brother 
throughly. 
If he (bould chance to meet Monimia^ make 
Juil obfervatlon on each word and action ; 
fafs not one circum fiance without remark : 
Sir, *tis your office ; do't, and bring we word. \^Exit^oh - 
Enter Monimia and Caflalio, 

Caji^ Monimia, my angel ! 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a turtle here alone. 
To droop a nd mourn the abfence of my mate. 
When thcu art from me, eveiy place is defert. 
And I, methinks, am favage and forlorn ; 
Thy prefence only 'tis can make me bleft. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my foul. 

Mon. Oh, the bewitching tongues of faithlefs men ! 
*Tis thus the falfe hyaraa makes her moan 
To draw the pitying trayjeller to her den. 
Your fcx are fo, fuch falfe diflemblers all, 
With fighs and plaints y'entice poor women's hearts^ 
And all that pity you are made your prey. 

Caft. What means my love ? Oh, how have I deferv'i 
This language from the fov'reign of my joys ? 
Stop, flop thofe tears, Monimia, for they fall, . 
Like baneful dew from a diflemper'diky ; 
I feel 'cm chill me to my very heart. 

Mon. Oh, you are falfe, Caflalio, moft forfworni 
Attempt no farther to delude 4ny faith ; 
My heart is fixt, and you fhall ihake't no more. 

Caft. Who told youfo ? What hell-brcd villain durft 
Prqphane the facred bufinefs of my love ? 

Mon, Your brother, knowing on what terms I'mherc^ 
The unhappy obje6l of your father's charity, 
Licentioully difcours'd to me of love. 
And durfl affront me with his brutal paflion. 

Caji^ 'Tis I have been to blame, and only I ; 
Falfe to my brother, and unjufl to thee. 
For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this day owu'd it> 
Tax'd me with mine, and claim *d a right above me.' 

Mon* And was your love fo very tame, to (brink ; 
Or rather than lofe him, abandon me ? 

C(ffi. I| knowing him precipitate and rafh^ 
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Td calm his heat, and to conceal my happinefs. 
Seemed to c#mpry mth his unruly will ; 
Talk'd as he talk'd, and granted all he alk'd ; 
Left he in rage might have our loves betray'd^ 
And I for ever had Monimia loft. 

MifM- Could you then } did you ? can you own it too f 
Twas poorly donej>. unworthy of yourfelf i 
And I can never think ydu meant me fair. 

Cafi. Is this Monimia ? furely no ; till now 
I ever thought her dove-like, foit, and kmd. 
Who trufts his hean with woman Vfurely loft. 
You were made fair on purpofe to undo us, 
While greedily we fnatch th' alluring bait,. 
And ne'er diftruft the poifom that it nides. 

Mm, When love ill-plac'd would find a means to* 
brea k 

Cafi. It never wants pretences or ezcufe. 

Mom* Man therefore was a lord-like creature made, 
Rough as the winds' and as inconftant too : 
A lofty afpe6t given him for command^. 
Eafily foften'd when he would betray. 
Like conquering tyrants, you our breafts invade,. 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while ; 
But foon you find new conqueus out, and leave 
The ravaged province ruinate and waile. 
If fo, Caftaho, yoU have ferv'd my heart,^ 
I find that deflation's fettled' theie,. 
And I (hall ne'er recover peace again* 

Cafi* Who can hear this and bear an equal inindl" 
Since you will drive me from you, I muft go ; 
But, Oh, Monimia ! When thou haft banifh'd me,. 
No creeping (lave, though tra6lable and dull 
As artful woman for hfer ends would* chufe. 
Shall ever dote as I have done : for, Oh ! 
No tongue my pleafure nor my pain can tell, 
'Tis heaven to have thee, and without thee hell. 

Man. Caftalio, ftay I. we muft not part. I findi 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace.. 
Thefe little quarrels love muft needs forjgive,. 
* They rour<^ up drowfy thoughts, and wake my (bul.' 
Qb. ! charm me with the mafic of thy tongue, 

I'ni' 
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I'm ne'er fb Weft as when I he«r thy vow3> 
And liften to the language of thy heart. 

Cajl. Where am 1 ! Turely Paradiiie is round me^^ 
Sweets planted by tbe-hand of Heav'n grow here, 
And every fenfe is full ©f th^y perfodidH* 
To hear theefpeak might caim^ a mad^inaiii's frei^y. 
Till by attention he forgot his forrovTs j 
But to behold thy eye*, th* amamg beaiitiee^ 
Might make him rage again with love, as I do. 
* To touch thee's Heaven, but to enjoy thee. Gh I* 
Thou nature's whole perie(^ioB in one piiece ; 
Sure framing thee Heavefl took unufu^ care. 
As its own beauty it defign'd thee fair; 
And formed iheo by the beft lov'd angel there. [Ex. 
End of the^ Second Act/ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, agardin^ 

£«/^r Polydof e, and T age. 

PoLYoo&e. 

WERE they fo kind ? Exprefs it to roe all . 
In words,, 'twill make me think I faw it too* 

Page. At firft I thought they had been paoital foes ; 
Monimia rag*d, Caftajio grew dil!urb'd ; 
Each thought the other wrong'd ; yet bothfo haughty j^ 
They fcorn'd fubmiffion : though love all the whilfi 
The rebel play'd, and fcarce could be contained* 

Polm But what fttcceeded ? 

Page. Oh,, 'jtwas wond'rous pretty ! 
Jor of a fudden. all the ftorm was paft, 
A gentle calm of love fucceeded it ; 
Monimia figh'd and blufh'd, Caft:ilio fwore ;. 
As you, my lord j I well remember, did 
To my young lilier in the orange grove, 
When I was firft prcfcrr'd to be your page, 

PoL Happy Caflalio I N6w by my great foul. 
My ambitious fou.1, that languiflics to glory, 
I'll have hec yet, by my beft hopes I will. 
She (hall be mine,^ in fpite of all her arts^ 
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But for Cailalio why was I refus'd ? ' 
Has he fupplanted me by fome foul play ? 
TraducM my honout ? Death ! he dum not do't# 
It muft be fo : we paned, and he met her. 
Half to cohipliance broiij^tby me ; furprix'd 
Kcr finking virtue, . till Sks yielded quitew 
So poachers bafefytpdck up tired g^tf 
While the fair hunter's cheated of his prey» 
Boy! 

Page. My lord ! 

P^/. Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute It- 
Find out fome fong to.pleafe me^ that defcribes 
Womens hy^ocrifies, their fubti) wiles^ 
Betraying fmiles, feign'd tears, inconilaacies ^ 
Their paintedx>iitfides, 'and corrupted minds ; 
The fum of all thoir foHies^ and their fallhoods» 
Enttr Servant. 

Serv. Qh, the unhappy'D: tid'mgs tongue e*er told % 

PoL The matter ! 

Sem;, Oh ! your father^ my good mailer^ 
As with his guefis he iat in mirth rns'd high. 
And chas'dthe goblet round the joyful beard> 
A fudden trembling feiz'd on att his limbs;. 
His eyes diftorted grew ) his vifage pale ; 
His fpeech forfook him ; life itfeff feemM fled. 
And all. his 'friends are wsdting now about him* 

Enter Acafbo leaning en two* * 

j^cajl, Support me ; grve me air; I'll yet recOTCt^ ' 
Twas but a mp decaying nature made ; 
For fhe grows weary near her journey's end. 
Where are my fons > Come near, my Px^ydoir $ 
Your brother ; whereas Caffatlw ? 

Serv. IVfylord, * 

I Ve fearch'd, as you commanded, all the houfe ; 
He and Monimia are not to be found* 

jici^o. Not to be found ! then where aie all my 
friends ? *Tis well ; 
I hopr they'll pardon an unhtippy fmuh 
My unmannerly infirmity ba» made ! 
Death could 910c come in a more welcome hour ; 
For I'm prepared to meet him^ and, methinks. 
Would Im; aqddie with all my ftiettds about tne* 

Mnter 
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Enfer Cadilio an J Iiioaimia. 
Cqfi, Angels preferve my dearcfi father's life» 
Blefs i( with long unintermpted days ! 
Oh ! may he live till time itfelf decay, 
'Till good men wi{h him dead, or I ofend him ! 

Acafi* Thank you, Caftaiio ; giye me both your han^^ 

And bear me up , I'd walk. -So, oanr methinks, 

I appear as gxeat at Hercules hhnfelf, 
Supponed by the pillars he had rais'd. 
Cafi. My lord, your chaplain. 
Arafi. Let the good man enter* 
Enter Chaplain. 
Chap. Heav*n guard your lordihip, and ftfioie your 

health. 
A:aft. I have provided for thee, if I die* 
No fawning ! 'tis a fcandal to thy office. 
My fons, as thus united, ever live; 
Aod for th* eftate, you'll find when I am deai^ 
I have divided it betwixt you both, 
Equally parted, as you (harM my love ; . 
Only to fwoet Monimia I've bequeath'd 
Ten thoufaod crowns ; a little portion for her. 
To wed her honourably as (he^s born. 
Be not lefs friends becaufe you're brothers ; ^ ihutt 
< The TCidfi that's fingular, his mind's unfound, 

* His fpleen o'erweigfas his brains ; but above all, 

* Avoid the politic, the fadious fool, 

* THhcbufy, buzzing, talking, harden'd knave, 

* The quaint fmooth ro^ue, that fins againft his reafoBj^ 

* Calls faucy loud fufptcton, public zeal, 

* And mutiny, the dictates of his fpirit : 

* Be very careful how you make hew friends* 

* Men read not morals now : 'twas a cuftom : 

* But all are to their father's vices born; 

. * And in their mother's ignorance are bred# 
. '* Let marriage be the lafl. mad thing vou do, . 
^ For all the fins and follies of the pait. 

* If you have children, never giye them knowled^t 

* 'Twill fpoil their fortune ; roola are all the faihion ;. 

* If you've religion, keep it to yourfelves ; 

* Atheifb will dfe make uie of toleration, 

I And laug|i you out on'c Never ihew reUgioa^ 

^. ^ Sx€e£t 
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* Except you mean tip pafs for knaves of confciencb, 

*And cheat believing fools that think ye hoaeft* 
£nt€f Serina^ 

Ser. My father! 

y^cafi. My heart's darling ! 

Ser, Let my knees 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have re(J, 
But wake and weep, till heaven reft^ire my father. 

jicaft. Rife to my arms, and thy kind pray'w are 
anfwer'd. 
Forthou'rt a wond'rous extract of all goodneff. 
Born for my joy, and no pains felt when near thee* 
Chamont ! 

Enter Chamonf, 

C/ja. My lord, may't prove not an unlucky omeir^ 
Many I fee are waiting round abputyou, 
And I am come to aik a bleffing too I 

yfcafi* May'fl thou be happy 1 

C/ja. Where? 

yfcafl* In all thy wiflies. 

C/ja. Confirm me fo, and make this fair one mine 1; 
I am unpradlis'd in the trade of courtihip, 
And know not how to deal love out with art t 
Onfets in love feem bcft like thofc in war, 
Fierce, rtlblute, and doiic with. ^1 the force i * 

So I would open my whole heart atonce^ . 
And pour out the abundance of fHy fOuL 

Acqft, What fays Serina? Canft.thou love a r«ldt€r i 
One born to honour, and to honour bred? 
One that has learn'd to treat e'en foes with kindtiefs ; 
To wrong no good man's fame, &or praife himfelf ? 

Ser* Oh ! name ndt love, forthat^s aUy'4 tojoyv . 
And joy muft be a ftrangef to my heart. 
When you're in danger. May Chamont's good fbrtua^ 
Hender him lovely to fome happier m»id ! 
W^hilft I at friendly diftance fee him blelV, 
Praife the kind gods, and wonderat his virtues. 

Acaft. Chamont, purfue her, conquer and pojjeif her^ 
And, ai my fon., a third of all my iortune- 
Shall be thy lot. 

But keep thy eyes from wand'ring, man of frtelty» 
Scware the (iangcn>U9 beauty of the wanton ». . 

'&hui9 
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Shun their enticements; ruin like a vulture 

Waits on their ^onquefls : falihood too's their hufinefff^ 

They put falfe beauty off* to all the Wt>rld, 

Ufe falfe endearments to the fools that love *em, 

And when they marry, to their filly hufeands. 

They bring falfe virtue, broken fame and fortune* 

Mott* Hear ye that, my lord ? 

PoL Yes, my fair monitor, old men always talk thu»# 

uf^^tf/^v Chamont, you. told me of foYne doubts that 
ptefs'dyou, 
Arc you yet fatisfy'd that I'm your friend ? 

C/ja» My lord, I would not lofe that fatisiiuSlion 
For any blcffing I could wifti for. 
As to my itars, already I have loft *em ; 
They; ne'er (hall vex me more, nor trouble you. 

Acafi. I thank you. Daughter you muft do fo too'« 
My friends, 'tis. late ; 
Now my di(brder feems allpaft and over, 
And I^ methinks, begin to feel new health. 

Cafi. Would you but reft, it might rcftore you quite^ 

Jkafi* Yes, I'll to bed; old men mutt humour 
weaknefs : 
Let me have mufic then, to lull and chafe 
This melancholy thought of death away. 
Good-night, my friends ; heav'n guard ye all I Good<-^ 

night I 
To-morrow early we'll falute the day. 
Find cnit new pleafures, and redeem loft time. 

[Exmni all hut Chamont and Ckaplam*. 

Cba. Hift, hift. Sir Gravity, a word with you. 

Ci&ir/. With me^ Sir! 

Cha. It you're at leifure, Sir, we'll wafte an hour. 
*Tis yet too foon to flcep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your converfation to a ftranger. 

Cififp. Sir, you're a foldier ? 

C/ja. Yea. 

Cl?af. I love a foldier; 
And had been one rayfelf,. but that my parents 
Would make me what you fee- mc : yet I'm honcft, 
For all I wear black. 

Cifa, And that's a wonder. 
Have you had long dependenoB on this faxpily ? 
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C^ap. I have not thought it fo, bccaufe my tiine*t 
Spent pleafantly. My lord's not haughty nor imperiousy' 
^or I gravely whimfical ; he has gowl-nature^ 
And I have manners. 
His fons too are civil to me, becaufe 
I do not pretend to be wifer than they are. 
I meddle with no man's bufinefs but my own ; 
I rife in a morning early,- ftudy moderately. 
Eat and drink chearfuUy, live foberly, 
Take vay innocent pleasures freely ; 
•Go meet with refpe£t, and am not the jeft of the family* 

Cham Vm glad you are fo happy. 
A ploifant fellow this, and n\^y be ufefuU [^de% 

Knew you ray father^ the old Chamont ? 

Cb^n Idta, and was moft forry when we lofl him* 

Cba. Why, dtdft thou love him ? 

Clmf.^ Ev'ry body lov*4 him ; befides he was my maf* 
tcr's friend. . . 
^ Cba. I could emb^ice thee for that Tery notion* 
If thou didit love my father, I could think 
Thou wouldil not be an enemy to me. 

Cbi^, I can be no man's, foe. 

Cba. Then pr'ythee tell me, 
Think'fithou the lord Cadalio loves mv fifier ? 

* Nay, never fbirt. Come, come, linow thy office 

* SS*"'* ^^^^ *^^ *^^ fccrets of the family. 

* T^n if thou'rt honefl:, ufe this freedom kindly.* 
C^tf/*. JLove your lifter ! 

Cba^ Ay, love her. 

« CbMf* Sir, I never aik'd him, ' 

» And wonder you (hould aik it me. 

* Cba. Nay, biit thou'rt an hypocrite ; is there not one 
. * Of all thy tribe that's honeft ? In your fchools 

* The pride of your fuperiors makes ye (laves ; 

* Ye all live loathfome, fheakin^, iervile lives ; 

* Not free-enougk to pradtife garrous truth, 

* Tho* ye pretend to teach it to the world. 

* Cljap. I would deferve a better thought from you. 

1 Cba^ If thou wouldfl have me not contemn thy office 

* And chara^er, think all thy brethren knaves, 

* Thy trade a cheat, and thou its worft profcffor, 

* Intbnn me ; for I tell thee, pried, I'll know.' 

Cbttfn 
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Chap. Either lie lores her, or he much has wrongM her. 

Cha^ How ! wrong'd her } Have a care, for thismay lay 
A fcene of mifchief to uado us sXL 
But tell me, wrong'd her, faidft thou ? 

Cbi^. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 

Cba* This is a fecret worth a monarch's fortune j 
What Ihall* I give thee for't > Thou dear phyficiaa 
Of fickly fouls, unfold this riddle to me, 
And comfort min e . 

Chap, I would hide oothing from you willingly. 

* Cha. Nay, then again thou'rt honeft. WouW*^ thott 

tell me ? • • * 

« Chap. Yea, if Idurft. 
« Cha. Why, what aflfrights thee } 

* ^Chap* You do. ~ 

* Who arc not to be t^ufted with the fecret, * 

* Cha. Why, lamiiofooK . -' 

* Chap, So indeed you lay. 

* Cha. Pr'ythee be ferious then. ' 

* Chap. You fee I am fo, 

' • And hardly fhall-l)c mad enough to-night 

* To trufl you with my ruin. 

* Cha. Art thou then 

* So far concern*^ in't ? What has been thy office ? 

* Curfe on that formal fteady villain's face ! 

* Juft fo do all bawds look ; nay, bawds, they (ay, 

* Can pray upon occaiion, talk of heav'n, 

* Turn up their goggling eye-balls, rail at vice^ . 

* Diflemble, lie, and preach like any priefl. 
^ Art thou a bawd ? - 

* Chap, Sir, I'm not often us'd thus, 

* Cha. Be juft then. 

, * C/ab^. So 1 fli^ll be to the truft 

* That's laid upon me.' 

Cha, By the rever^c'd foul 
Of that gi eat honelt man that gave me being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ft concerns my honour. 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy wrong, 
•May t;his good fword ne'er do me right in battle ! 
May I ne'er know that blelTed peace of mind. 
That d*vells in good and pious men like thee ! 

Chap,' I fee your, temper's mov'd, and I will truft you. 
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C&*. Wilt thou? • . 

Chap, I will ; but if it ever *fcape you 
Cham, 1 1 neve r fhal 1 . 

* Chap. Swear tken. 

* Cha. I do, by all 

* That's dear to me, by th' honour of my nam^c, 

* And by that Pow'r I ferve, it never (hall.' 

Chap, Then this good day, when all the houfe was bufy. 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fill'd each room, 
As I was walking in the grove I met them. 

Cha, What ! met them in the grove together ? Tell mc 
How, walking, ftanding, fitting, lying, hah ! 

Chap, j, by their ow^n appointment,' met them there, 
Receiv'd their marriage -vows, and joined their hands, 

Om. How! marry'dl 

a^ap. Yes, Sir. 

Cha. Then my foul's at peace. 
But wjiy wt)uld you fo long delay to give it? 

Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acafto ; may be I was too cautious 
To truft the fecret from mc. 

Cha. What's the caufe 
I cannot guefs, though it is my fifler*s honour 
I do not like this marriage, 

Huddled i' th' dark, and done at too much venture; 
The bufinefs looks with an unlucky face. 
Keep ftill the fecret ; for it ne'er fliall 'fcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the n«w matched pair. Farewel. 
Believe my truth, and knew me for thy friend, {Exiu 
-E«^^r Caftalio a»^Monimia. 

Cafl. Young Chamont and the chaplain ! fure 'tis they ! 
No matter what's contriv'd, or wljo confulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine ; though this fad look 
Seems no good boding omen to her blifs ; 
Elfe pr'ythee tell mc why that look caft down ? 
Why that fad figh as if thy heart was breaking ? 

Mon. Caftalio, I am thinking what we've done. 
The heavenly powers were fure difpleas'd ro-day ; 
For at the ceremony as we ftood. 
And as your^hand was kindly join'd with mmc ; 
As the good prieft pronounc'd the facred words, 
Paffion grew big, and I could not forbear, 

D Tears 
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Tears drown'd my eyes, and trembling fcizM my fouU 
What Ihou'd that mean ? 

Caft. Oh, thou art tender all ! 
Gentle and kind as fympathifing nature ! 

* When a fad Hory has been told, I've feen 

* Thy little breads, withlbft com|iaflion fwellM, 

* Shove up and down, and heave like dying birds ; 

* But now let fear be banifh'd, think no more 

* Gf danger ; for there's fafety m my arms ; 

* Let them receive thee, Heav'n grows jealous now j 
* . Sure file's too good for any mortal creature ! 

* I could grow wild, and praife thee ev'n to madnefs,* 
But wherefore do I dally with my blifs r 

The night's far fpent, and day draws on apace ; 
To bed, my love, and vVake till I come thither. 

Foh So hot, my brother ! [Polydore at the door. 

Mon. 'Twill be impoffible ; 
You know your-father's chamber's next to mine,. 
And the leafi: noife will certainly alarm him. 

Cq/I. Impoffible ! impoffible ! alas ! 
lo't poffible to live one hour without thee? 

* Let me behold thofe eyes ; they'll tell me truth. 

* Hall thou no longing ? art thou flill the fame 

* Cold, icy virgin r No ; thou'rt alter'd quite : 

* Hade, hade to bed, and let loofe all thy vsiflies.* 
Monl 'Tis but one night, my lord ; I pray he rul'd. 
Ca^ Try if thou'ft power to flop a flowing tide, 

Or in a tempeft make the feas becalm; 
Ai\d when that^s done, I'll conquer my defires. 
Ko more, nly bleffing^ What (hall be the fign ? 
When fhall I come? for to my joys I'll fleal. 
As if I ne'er had paid my freedom for them, 

Morf. Jull three foft itrokes upon the chamber door; 
And at that fignal you fliall gain admittance : 
But fpeak not the leaft word ; for if you ihou'd, 
'Tis furely heard, and all will be betray'd, 

Caji, Oh! doubt It not, -Monimia; our joys 
Shall be as filent as the extatic blifs 
Of fouls, that'by intelligence converfe. 
Immortal pleafures fhall our fenfes drown , 
Thought fhail be lofl, and every p6wer difTolv'd. 
Away, my love ; * firfl take this kifs. Now hafle,* 

I long 
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I long for that to comCy-yet grudge each minute pafl. 

[Exit Mon,, 
Ny brother wandVmg too (o late this way ! 

PoL Caftalio ! 

CaJ. My Polydore, how doft thou ? 
How does our father ? Is he well recovered ? 

Fo/, I left him happily reposM to reft ; 
He's flill ^s gay as if his life were young*. 
But how does &r Monimia ? . . 

Cafi. Doubtlefs,^ well: ' . * 

A cruel l?eauty, with her conqueft pleas'd, 
Is always joy nil, and her mind in health. 

Pol, Is flie the fame Monimia llill flie was ? 
JMay we not hope (he's made of mortal mold > 

Cafi, She's not ^oman elfe : 
Tho' I'm grown weary of thi? tedious hoping; 
We've ill a barren d'efart IlrayM too long. 

PoL Yet may relief be unexpected found^ 
And love's fvveet manna cover all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? 

Cqfi, No; flie has ftlll avoided' me : 
Her brother too is jealous of her grown- 
And has been hinting fomething to my father,. 
I wifli I'd never meddled with the matter : 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore 

PoL To what? 

Cafi. To leave this peevifli beauty to herfelf. 

Pol. What, quit my love ? As foon I'd quit my poft 
In fight, and^ like a coward, run away. 
No, by my flars I'll cliafe her till fhe yields 
To me, or meets her refcue in another. 

Cafi. Nay, fhe has beauty that might Ihakc the league* 
Of mighty kings, and fet the world at odds : 
But I have wond'rous reafons on my fide, 
That wou'd perfuade thee, were they known. 

Pol. Then fpeak 'em : 
What are they ? Came ye to her window here, 
To learn 'em now ? Callalio, have a care ; 
Ufe hon^ft dealing with a friend and brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my love fo blinded. 
But can difcern your purpofc to abufeme. 
Quit your pretences to. her. 

ft/. Grant I do; 

D X You 
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You love capitulations, Polydore, ^ ! 

And but upon conditions would oblige me. 

Pol, You fay you've reafons ; why are ihey conccalM? 

Cafi, To-morrow I may tell you, 

Pol, Why not now ? • * 

Cafi, Itis a matteroffuch^confcquence, '" 

As I muft well confult ere I reveal. 
But pr'y thee ceafe to think I would abufe thee, 
*Till more be known. 

Pol. When you, Caftalio, ceafe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me. 
And then deny it flaviflily, I'll ceafe 
To think Caftalio faithlefs to his friend. 
Did not I fee you part this very moment ? 

Cafi. It feems you've watch 'd me, then ? 

Pol, 1 fcorn the office. 

Cqfi, Pr'ythee avoid a thing thou may'il repent. 

FoL That is henceforward making leagues with you. 

C«/?. Nay, if ye're angry, Polydore, good night. [Exit* 
, Pol. Good night, Caualio, if ye're in fuch hafte. 
He little thinks I've overheard th' appointment j 
But to his chamber's gone to wait awhile. 
Then come and take pofleffion of my love. 
This is the utmoft point of all my hopes ; 
Or now fiiC mufl, or never can be mine. 
Oh, for a means now, how to counterplot. 
And difappoint this happy elder brother : 
In ev'ry thing we do or undertake 
He foars above me, mount what height I can^ 
And keeps the ilart he got of me in birth* 
Cordelio ! 

Enter Page% 

Page. My Lord! 

Pol. Come hither, boy. 
Thou haft a pretty, forward, lying face, 
And may'ft in time expedl preferment. Canfl thou 
Pretend to fecrefy, cajole and flatter 
Thy matter's follies, and affift his pleafures ? 

Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a veiy faithful boy. 
Command, whate er's your pleafure I'll obferve j 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 

A letter 
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A letter to a beauteous lady's bofom ^ 

At leaft, I am not dull, and foon ihould learn. 

Fol. *Ti3 pity, then, thou fliould*ft not be employ *d«. 
Go to my brother, he's in his chamber now, 
Undreffing, and preparing for his reft : 
Find out mme means to keep him up a while f 
Tell him a pretty ftory, that may pleafe 
His ear ; invent a tale, no matter what : • 
If he fiiould alk of me, tell him I'm gone 
To bed, and fent you there to know his pleafure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well laid, Polydore, 
Diflemble with thy brother ! that's one point. l^/Jf^, 
But do not leave him till he's in his bed, 
Or if he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but feem fond. 
To do hirA little oflSces of fervice. 
Perhaps at laft it may offend him ;. thca 
Retire, and wait till I come in.. Away :. 
Succeed in this, and be eniploy'd again. 
" Page, Doubt nof, my lord. He ha^ been alvvays kind 
To me ; would often fet me on his knee, 
Then give me fwcet-nieats, call me pretty boy, 
And afi[ me what the maids talk'd of at nights, 

FoL Run quickly, then, and profp'rous be thy wiihcs*. 

[Exit Pa^f.. 
Here I'm alone, and fit for mifchicf ; now 
To cheat this brother, tvil't be honeft that ? * 

I heard the fign (he order'd him to give. 
Oh, for the art of Proteus, but to change 
Th* unhappy Polydorc to bleft Caftalio ! 
She's not fo well acquainted with him yet,. 
But I may fit her arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poflefs'dof more 
Than fcnfe can think, all loofen'd into joy,. 
To hear my difappointcd brother come > 
And give the unregarded fignal ; Oh, 
What a malicious pleafure will that be I 
Juft three foft ilrokes againfl the chamber door ;. 
But fpeak not the leaft word, for if you (hould,. 
It's furely heard, and we are both bctray'd. 
How I adore a miftrefs that contrives 
With Care to lay the bufinefs of her joys ;, 

J) I ' One 
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One that has wit to charm the very foul, « • 

And give a double relifh to delight ! 
Bleft Heav'ns, afiifl me but in this dear hour. 
And my kind flars be but propitious now, 
Difpofe of me hereafter as you pleafe. \ 

Monimia I Monimia ! [Gives the fign.. 

\Maid at the ^Mindo'wJ^ Who's there ? 
FoL 'Tis I. 

Maid. My lord Caftalio ? 

PoL The fame. • . 

How does my love, my dear Monimis| ? 

Maid. Oh ! 
She wonders much at your unkind delay ; 
You've Itaid fo long that at each little noifc 
The wind but makes, fhe aiks if you are coming. 
PoU Tell her I'm here, and let the door be open'd^ 

\Maid defcends* 
Now boaft, Caftalio, triumph now, and tell 
Thyfclf flrange ilories of a promis'd blifs. 

. [The door unholtSm, 
It opens ! Hah ! what means my trembling flefli ? 
Limbs, do your office, and fupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can, [Exit* 

Enter Caflalio an4 Page, 
Page. Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely morning ; 
Pray let us hunt. 

Ca^. Go, you're an idle prattler^ 
I'll Itay at home to-morrow ; if your lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my hounds. Go, leave me, 
I mufl to bed. 

Page. I'll wait upon yourlordftiip, 
If you think fit, and fing you to repofe. 

Caji. No, my kind boy, the night is too far wafted ;; 
My fenfes are quite difrob'd of thought. 
And ready all with me to go to reft. 
Good night. Commend me. to my brother. 

Page. Oh ! 
You never heard the laft n6w foag I learn'd ; 
It is the fineft,.prettieftfong indeed. 
Of my lord and my lady, you know who, that were caught 
Together, you ki^ow where. My lord, indeed it is. 
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Caft* You muft be whippM, youagfler, ifyougetfuch 
foi^gs as.thofe are. 
What means this boy's impertinence to-night ? 

Page. Why, what muft I fing, pray, my dearlor4 ? 

Cafl. Pfalms, child, 'pfalms. 

Page. Oh, dear met boys that go to fchool learn 
pfalms : 
But pages, tha; are better bred, fing lampoons* 

Caji. W^, leave me. I'm weary. 

Page. Oh ! but you promifed me, the laft time I told 
you what colour my lady Monimia's flockings were 
of, and that ih^ garter'd them above knee, that you 
would give me a little horfo to go a hunting upon, fo you 
did. I'll tell you no more ftories, except you keep your 
K^rd with me.- 

Cqft. Weil, go, you trifler, and to-morrow aik me. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can't abide to leave you* 

Caji. Why, wert thou inftrudted to attend me ! 

Page, No, no, indeed> my lord, I was not ; 
But I know what I know. 

Caft. What doft thou know ? Death ! what can alj thi$ 
mean ? 

Page. Oh ! I know who loves fomcbody* 

Ca^. What's that to me, boy ? 

Ptfg-f. Nay, I know who loves. you too. 

Cn^. That's a wonder ! pr'ythee tell it me* 

Page. 'Tis«^'tis— I know who— but will 
You give me the horfe, then ? 

Caji, I wilt, my child. 

Page. It is my lady Monimia, look you ; but don't you 
tell her I told you : fhe'll give me no more play- tilings 
then. I heard her fay fo, as flie lay a-{)ed, man. 

Ca^. Talk'd (he ot me when in her bed, Cordelio ? 

Page, Yes, and I fung her the fong you made, too ; 
and fhe did fo figh, and fo look with her eyes ; and her ' 
breails did fo lift up and down, I could have found in 
my heart to have beat 'em, for they made me alham'd. 

CaJ. Hark ! what's that noife ? 
Take this, begone, and leave me. 

You knave, you litrle flatterer, get you gone. [Ex. Page. 
Surely it was a noife ! hift— — only fancy ; , 

For all is hufh'd, as nature were retir'd, 

• * And 
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* And tb^ perpcWl ttK)itk)n fiahding ftill/ 
So much fhe from her work appears to ceaie^ 
And ev'ry ^»Ynog-6icfnrc!!ift*s at peace ; 

All the wild herds are ih. the coverts couck'd i 

The fifties to their banks or ouise repair'd. 

And to the tourmurs of the waters- deep ; 

The feeling air's at reft, and feels no noife, 

Except of Sfttt'e foft breez« aittong the trees, 

Rocking the harmlefs birds that reft upon 'em. 

'Tis now, that^ ^ided by my love, I go 

To take poifeffion of Moniraia's arms, 

SuriB Polydorfe's b^ this tiiftc gone to bed. 

At midnight thus tbe usVer fteals untrack'd^ 

To m^c ft vtfit to Ills hoarded gold. 

And feafts his eyes upon the ftiming mammon* l^Kiufchm' 

She hettfi fh(i not ; fmt (he alrbady lleeps. 

Her wiftie^ could not brook lb long delay , 

And her pool- hiHil-l has beat itfelf to reft. {Knocks agaiii^ 

* Monimia! tny angel— hah— ^aot yet— —* 

* How long's the ftiprteft moment of dfclay, 

* To a heart impitiettt o^ its pangs like mine, 

* In fight of eafe, and panting to the goal. [Knocks again* 
Once more ' 

Mai J, [At the window,'] Who's there ? 
That comes thus rudely to difttrbr our reft ? 

Caji. 'Tis I. 

Mai J, Who are you ? What's y<iuf name i 

Cqfi, Suppofe the lord Caftalio. 

Maid. I know you hot. 
The lord CaftsAio has no buiincfs here. 

€a/f. Ha ! have a care ; what can this mean ? 
Whoe'er thou a?rt,- 1 charge thee, to Monimia fly ; 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my doom. 

Maid, Whoe'er ybti are, ye may repent this outrage* 
My lady muft n6t be difturb'd. Good night. 

Cafi. Sh6 muft ; tell her fhclhall. Go, Fra in hafte,, 
And bring her tidings from the ftate of love ; 
They're all in confultation met together. 
How to reward my truth, and crown her vows.. 

Maid. SuriB the man's mad ? 

Cqfi, Or this will make me fo. 
Obey me, or by all the wrougr I fuffer, 

X'lt 
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I'll fcale the window, and come in by f 3rce, 
Let the fad confequence be what it will^ 
This creatute's trifling folly njakes me mad ! 

Maid, My lady's anfwer is, you may depart^ 
She fays (he knows you ; you are Polydorc, 
Sent by Caflalio, as you were to-day, 
T' affront and do her violence again. 

Cfaft. I'll not believ't. 

Maid. You may, Sir. 

Caft. Ciirfcs blaft thee ! 

Maid. Well, 'tis a fine cool ev'ning ; and I hope 
May cure the raging ferer in your blood. 
Good night. 

Caji, And farewel all that's jufl in women ! 
This is centriv'd ;. a ftudied trick, to abufc 
My eafy nature, and torment my mind. 

* Sure now fhe'as bound me fall, and means to lord it, 

* To rein me hard, and ride me at her will, 

* 'Till by degrees (he fhape me into fool, 

* For all Jier future ufes. Death and torment !* 
*Tis impudence to think my foul will bear it. 

* Oh, I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my hair !' 
*Tis well, Monimia, that thy empire's Ihort ; 
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 

And try if all thy arts appeafe my w,rong ; 
*Till when, be this deteiled place my bed. [L/>i dovjn^ 
Where I will ruminate on woman's ills ; 
Laugh at myfelf, and curfe th' inconftant fcx ; 
Faithlefs Monimia 1 Oh, Monimia! 
Enter Ernefto. 

Ern. Either 
My fenfe has been deluded, or this way 
I heard the found of forrow ; 'tis late night. 
And none, whofe mind's at peace, would wander now# 

CaJ. Who's there ? 

* Ern, A friend. 

* Caft. If thou art fo, retire. 

And leave this place ; for I would be alone.* 
Ert^ Caftalio I My lord, why in this pofture, 

Stretch'd on the ground ? Your honeft, true old fervant. 

Your poor Emeflo, cannot fee you thus. 

Rife, I befeech you. 
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Caft. If thou art Ernefto, 
As by thy honefty thou fecm*ft to bc> 
Once leave mc to my folly. 

Em. I can*t leave you, 
And not the reafon know of your diforders.^ 
Remember how, when young, I in my arms 
Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your pleafurer^ 
And fought an early (hare in your affedion : 
Do not difcard me now, but let me fcrvc you. 

Caft. Thou canft not ferve me» 

Em. Why? 

Caji. Becaufc my thoughts 
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretch, art paft "cm. 

Em. 1 hate the fex- 

Caft. Then I'm thy friend, Ernefto^ \J^*fi^T 

IM leave the world for him that hates a woman* ■ 

Womian, the fountain of all human frailty \ 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman ? 
Wlio was°t betray *d the capitol ? A woman. 
Who loft Mark Anthony the world ? A woman» 
Who was the caufe of a long ten years war, 
And laid at laft old Troy in afhes ? W6man I 
De(lru6tive, damnable, deceitfulrw6man ! 
Woman, to man firft ss a bleffing giv'n ; 
When innocence and love \vere m their prime^ 
Hap)>yawhile HI Paradife they lay, 
But quickly woman long-d to go aftray ; 
Some foolifti, new adventure needs rauft prove, 
And the firft devil (ho faw, fhechttng'd her love ^ 
To his temptations lewdly (he ibclinM 
Hcf foul, and for an apple damn'd mankind* 

\Ex€unu 

Enp of the Thjrd Act* 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE, afatoon. 

ACASTO. 

BLEST be the morning that has brought me health ; 
A happy reft has foften'd pain away, 
And V\\ forget it, though my mind's not well ; 
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart ; 
Z droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams, 
^ick fancy 'g children, have been over-bufy. 
And all the night playM farces in roy brain. 
Methought I heard the midnight raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th* imagiuM noi(e, my curtain feen^'d 
To ftart, and at my feet my fons appeared, 
Like ghofls, all pale and ftiff; I ftrove to fpeak, 
But could not : fuddenly the forms were loft. 
And feem'd to vanifh in a bloody cloud. 
*Twas odd, and for the prqfent, (hook my thoughts ; 
But 'twas th' effc£t of my diftemper*d blood ; 
And when the health's difturb'd, the mind's unruly. 

Enter Polydore.. 
<3rood morning, Polydore. 

PoL Heav'n keep your lordfhip. 

jlcaft. Have you yet feen Caftalio to-day ? 

PoL My Lord, 'tis early day; he's hardly rifen. 

jlcqft. Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel* 

[£.;r//folydorei 
I cannot think all has gone well to-night ; 
Tor as I waking lay (and fure my fenfc 
' Was then my own) methought I heard my fon 
Caftalio's voice ; but it feem'dlow, ahd mournful ; 
Under my window, too, I thought I heard it* 
M* untoward fancy could not be deceiv*d 
In every thing; and I will fearchthe truth out. 

Enter Monimia. 
Alreadyup, MonimiaJ yourofb 
'1 hus early, fure, to outfliine the day : 
Or was there any thing that crofe'd your reft } 
They were naughty thoughts that would not let you 
ileep* 
Mon* Wl^atever are my thoughts, my lord, I've learnt 

By 
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By your example to corre^^ their ills, 
And morn and evening give up the account. 

Acaft. Your pardon, Tweet one, I upbraid you not j 
Or if I would, you are fo good, I could not. 

* Though I'm deceiv'd, or you're more fair lorday ; 

* For beauty's heightened in your cheeks, and all 

* Your charms feem up, and ready in your eyes. 

* Mon, The little (hare I have's fo very mean, 

* That it may eafily admit addition ; 

* Though you, my lord, fliould moft of all beware 

* To give it too much praife, and make me proud. 

* Acajl. Proud of an old man's praifes ; no, Monimia ! 

* But if my prayers can work thee any good, 

* Thou (halt not want the largefl (hare of 'em.' 
Heard you no noife to-night ? 

Mon. Noife! my good lord! 

Acajl. About midnight. 

Motu Indeed, my lord, I don't remember any. 

Acajt. You muft fure ! went you early to your reft ? 

Man. About the wonted hour. Why this cnquirv ? 

{Aftde. 

Acqft, And went your maid to bed too ! 

Mon, My lord, Iguefs.fp; 
I've feldom known her difobey my orders. 

Acaft, Sure, goblins then, or fairies Iwunt the dwellbg j 
I'll have enquiry made through all the houfe, 
But I'll find out the caufe of thefe diforders. 
Good day to thee, Monimia — I'll to chapel. 

r^AT/VAcaft, 

Mon. I'll but difpatch fome orders to my woman, 
Enter Florella. 
And wait upon your lordlhip there. 
I fear the prieft has play'd us falfe ; if fo, 
My poor Caftalio lofes all for me ; 
I wonder though be made fuch hafte to leave me ;. 
Was't not unkind, Florella ? Surely 'twas ! 
He fcarce afforded one kind parting word, 
But went away fo cold ; the kifs he gave me, 
Seem'd the forc'd compliment of fated love. 
Would 1 had never marry'd ! 

Maid. Why} 
, Mon^ Methinks 

The 
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The fccne's quite alterM ; 1 am not the fame; 
Pve bound up for myfclf a weight of cares, 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows« 
A hufband may be jealous, rigid, falfe ! 
And fliould Caftalio e'er prove fo to me, 
So tender is my heart, fo nice mv love, 
*Twould ruin and diftra6t my red for ever. 

Maid. Madam, he's coming. 
^ Mon. Where, Florella? where? 
Is h« returning ? To my chamber lead ; 
I'll meet him uiere, the myftcries of our love 
Should be kept private as religious rites. 
From the unhallowM view of common eyes, 

\^Exit Mon,airdmaid^ 

SCENE, a chamber. 

Enter Caftalio. 
Caft. Wifti'd morning's come! And now upon the 
plains 
And diflant mountains, where they feed their flocks » 
The happy fliepherds leave their homely huts. 
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born dajr, 

* The lufty fwain comes With his welUfUl'd fcnp 

* Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls, ■ 

* With much content and appetite he eats, 

* To follow in the fields his daily toil, 

* And drefs the grateful glebe, that yields him fruits* 

* The bcafts that under the warm hedges flept, 

' And weather'd out the cold bleak night, are up, 

* And lookii^ tow'rds the neighb'ring paftures, raifo 

* Their voice, and bid their fefiow brutes good ^^oxtom $* 
The chcarful birds too, on the tops of trees, 
Aflemble all in choirs, and with their notes 

Salute and welcome up the rifing fun. 

There's' no condition fure fo cursid as mine, 

Fm marry'd ! *Sdeath ! I'm fped. How Iflce a dog 

Look'd Hercules, thus to a diftaff^ chained ! < 

Monimia! Oh, Moniipia! 

Enter MovAmiA and maid^ > ^'^ 

Man, I come, 
1 fly to my ador'd Caflalio*s armsi, 
My wilhes' lord. May sev*ry raorn begio 

£ Like 



g^ THE O R P H A N* 

Like this ; and with our days our loves renew. 

Now I may hope y*are fatisfy'd— ^ 

l^Looking langulflying en him^ 

Caft. lam 
Well fatisfy'd, that thou art Oh ' 

Mon. "Wliat? fpeak: 
Art thou not well, Caftallp? Come, lean 
Upon my brcaft, and tell me where's thy pain, 

Caft. 'Tis here j 'tis in my head ; 'tis in my heart ; 
*Tis every where : it rages like a madnefs ; 
And I moft wonder how my reafon holds. 

* Nay, wonderjiot, Monimia : the flave 

* You thought you had fecurM within my breaft, 

* Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain, 

* And now he walks there like a lord atlargc. 

* Mon. Am I not then your wife, your lov'd Monimia ? 

* I once was fo, or IVe moft ftrangely dreamM. 

* What ails my love ? 

* Cafin Whate'er thy dreams have been, 

* Thy waking thoughts ne'er meant Caftalio well.* 
No more, ]V£>nimia, of your lex's arts, 
They're ufelefs all. I'm not that pliant tool, 
Thai neceflary utcnfil you'd make me ; 

I know my charter better 1 am man, 

Obftinate man ; and will not be enflav'd. 

Mim, You fliall not fear't: indeed my nature's eafy ; 
I'll ever live your oioft obedient wife ! 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond your will : tor that ihall be my law : 
Indeed 1 will not. 

Caft. Nay, you (hall not. Madam ; 
By yon bright heav'n, you (hall not. All the day 
I'll play the tyrant, and at night forfake thee ; 
Till by afflidtionsy and continu'd cares, 
I have worn thee to a homely houfbold drudge. 
Nay, if I've any too, thou flialt be made 
Subfervicnt to my loofer pleafures, 
For thou haft wrbng'd Caftalio* 

Mon, No more ; . 
Oh, kill me here, or tell me my offence, 
I'll never quit you elfe ; but on thefe knees. 
Thus follow you all day, 'till they're worn bare, 

And 
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And hang upon you like a drowning creature. 
Caftalio. . 

Caft. Away ! laft night, laft night—— 

Mon. It was our wedding night. 

C?^, No more ; forget it. 

Mon. Why, do you- then repent \ 

Caft. I do. 

Mon. Oh, heaven f 
And will you leave me thus ? Hefp, help, Florella. 

[He. drags her to the door^ breaks from her^ and exit. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel man. 
Oh„ my heart breaks—- Fm dying. Oh—* flantiloflf; 

• I'll not indulge this woman^s weaknefs ; ftill 

• Chaf M and fomented let my heart fwell on, 

* *Till with its injuries it burft, and (hake 

* With the dire blow this prifon to the earth. 

• Maid^ What fad millake has been the caufe of this ?* 
Idon. Caftalio ! Oh ! how often has he fvvore, 

Nature (hould change, the fun and liars grow dark, 
Ere he would falfify his vows to me ! 
Make hafle, conFufion, then ; fun, lofe thy fight,. 
And fiars drop dead with forrow to the earth ; 
For my Caftalio's falfe.* 

* Maid^ Unhappy day !* 

Mon. Falfe as the wind, the waters, or the weather \ 
Cruel as tygers o'er their trembling prey : 
I feel him in my breafl, he tears my heart, 
And at each iigh he drinks the gufliing blood ; 
Muft I be long in pain ? \Bits i^a,} [ExU Florella* 
Enter Chamont. 

Cha. In tears, Monimia! 

Afon* Whoe'er thou art. 
Leave me alone to my belov'd defpair. 

Cha. Lift up thy eyes, and fee who comes to cheer 
thee. 
Tell me the flory of thy wrongs, and then^ 
See if my foul has red, 'till thou haft juftice. 

Mon, My brother ! 

C/ja, Yes, Monimia, if thou think'fl 
Tliat I deferve the name, 1 am thy brother. 

Mon, Oh, Caftalio ! 

C/ja. Hah ! 

E 2 Name 



S2 T H E O R P H A N. 

Name mc that name again ! my foul's on fire 
*TiU I know all. There's meaning in that name, 
I know he is thy hutband : therefore truft me 
With all the following truth 

Mim. Indeed, Chamont, 
There's nothing in it but the fauh of nature ; 
I'm often thus feiz'd fuddenly with grief, 
I know not why. . 

Cba. You ufe me ill, Monimla ; ' 
And I might think, with juftice, moft feverely 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother. 

Man. Truly, I'm jxot to blame. Suppofe I'm fonjy 
And grieve for what as much may pleafe another? 
Should I upbraid the deareft friend on earth 
For the firll fault ? You would not do fo ; would you ^ 

C^a. Not, if I'd caufe to think it was a friend. 

Mm, Why do you then call this unfaithful dealmg! 
I ne'er conceal'd my foul from you before : 
Bear with me now, ^nd fearch my wounds no farther ; 
For cvery^prpbing pains me to the heart. 

C^a* ^s fign there's danger in't, and muft be probed. 
Where's your new hulband ? Still that thought difturb^ 

you ? 
What ! only anfwer me with tears ? Caftalio !' 
Nay, now they ftream ; 
Cruel, unkind Caftalio ! Is't not fo ? 

Man. I canftot fpeak ; • grief flaws fo feft upon mc, 
^ It choaktf, and will not let me t^U the caufe.' 
Oh! 

C6a, My Monimla, to my foul thqu'rt dear 
As honour to my name. Dear as the light 

• To eyes but juft reftorM, and healM of blindnefs/ . 
Why wilt thou not repofc within my breaft 

The ^nguifli that torments thee ? 

Man. Oh ! I dare not. 

Cl?a. 1 have no friend'but thee. We mufi confide 
In one another. Two unhappy orphans, 
Alas, we are, and when I fee thee gfieve, 
Methinks, it is a part of me that futfers. 

* Mm* Oh, ihouldft thou know the caufe of my ta« 
menting, 

* Thou wouldfl defpife the abje£t, loft Moaimia, 

* I am. 
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* lamfatisfy'd, Cbamont, .that thou wouldft fcora mc ; 

* No more wouldft praifetthis hated bieauty : but 

* When in fome cell diftraded, as I (hall be, 

* Thou feeft me lie ; thefe unregarded locks 

* Matted like furies trefles ; my poor limbs 

* Chain'd to the ground, and, *flead of the delights 

* Which happy lovers tafte, my keeper's ftripes, 

* A bed of flraw, and a coarfe wooden di(h 

* Of wretched fuftcnance ; when thus thoufceftmc, 

* Pr*y thee have charity and pity for me j 

* Let me enjoy this thoughn. 
* Cba, Why wilt thou rack 

* My foul fo long, Monimia ? Eafe me quickly ; 

* Or thou wilt run me into madnefs firfl.' 
Mcft^ Could you be fecret ? 

Cla. Secret as the grave. 

Mon, But when I've told you, will you keep your fury 
Within its bonds ? Will you not do fome rafh 
And horrid mifchief? For indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
From a near- friend ; from one that has my foul 
A Have, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 

C6a. I will be calm ; but has Cailalio wrong'd thee ? 
Has he already wafted all his love ? 
What has he done ? Quickly, for I'm all trembling 
With expedation of a horrid tale.. 

Mm, Oh ! could you think, it !! 

CJba. What? 

Mon, I fear he'll kill me. 

C/vx. Hah! 

Mvn, Indeed I do 5 he*s ftrangely cruel' to me ; 
Which if it laft, I'm fure muft bre^k my. heart.. 

Cia. What has he done ? » 

Mhn, Moft barbaroufly us.'d me. 
Nothing fo kind as he when in my arms I' 

* In thoufand kiffes, tender iighs and joys, 

* Not to be thought again, the night was wafted.;' 
At dawn of day. he rofe, and left his conqueft.. 
But when we met, and 1 with open arms, 

Ran to embrace the lord of all my wilhe?, . 
Oh, then! 
C/ja. Go on ! 

E 3 3Ion. 
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3^n. He threw me from hk breads 
Like a deteded fixu 

CJ!;a. How \ 

Mon. As I hung too 
Upon his knees, and bcggM to know the catifr. 
He dragg'd me like a (lave upon the earth. 
And hsM no pity on my cries. 

Cha. How! did he 
Dafh thee difdain fully away ; with fcwn ? 

Mou, He did J and more, I fear, will nc*er be friends. 
Though I ftill love him with unbated pafSon. 

Cha. Whaty throw thee from hbn t 

Mm, YeSy indeed he did* 

Cha. So may this arm 
Throw him to th* earth, like a dead dog defpis'd. 
X>amenefs and leprofy, blindnefs and lunacy. 
Poverty, ihame, pride, and the name of villain. 
Light gn me, if, Caflalio, I forgive thee» 

3ion, Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is ! 
Didft thou not promife me thou wouldfl be calm ? 
Keep ray difgrace conceal'd ? Why ihouldft thoa kill 

• kirn ? 
By all my love, this arm Ihould do him vengeance* 
Alas I I love him flill ; and though I ne'er 
Clafp Kim again within thefe longing arms. 
Yet blefs him, blefs him, gods ! where'er he goes* 
Enter Acaflo. 

Acaft, Sure fome ill fate is tow'rds me i in my houfe 
I only meet with oddhefs and diforder ; 
< Each vaiTal has a wild diflraded face, 

* And looks as full of buiinefs as a blockhead 

* In times of dangen* Jufl this very moment 
I met Caflalio too 

Cha. Then you met a villain* 

Acaft. Hah ! 

Cha. Yes, a villain, 

Acaji, Have a care, young fotdier, 
How thou^rt too bufy with Acafto's fame. 
I have a fword, my arm^s good old acquaintance. 
Villain to thef. 

Cha. Curfe on thy fcandalous age, 

1 Which 
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Which hinders mc to ru<h upon thy throat. 
And tear theroot iip of .that curied bramble ! 

Acaft* Ungrateful ruffian ! fure my good old fnend 
Wa& ne'tr thy father ; nothing of him't in iiiee; 
What have I done in my unhappy ^c, , 

To be thus us'd } \ fcom t* upbraid thee, boy* 
But I could put thee in remei^rance-— — 

Cha. Do. 

Acaft. I fcom it—— . 

Cha, No, ril calmly hear the ftory. 
For I would fainknow all, to fee which^fcalc 
Weighs moll — — H3'h ! is. not thatigood old Acafto ^ 
What have I done ? Can you forgive this folly ? 

Acajl. Why doft thou aik it ? . 

Cha^ 'Twas the rude oVrflowIng 
Of too much paflibn. Pray, my lord, forgive me. 

\Kneehm 

Acaft, Mock me not, youth : . I can revenge a wrong* 

Cha, I know it well ; but for. this thought of .mine 
Pity a mad man's frenasy^ andfoi^^ it» 

Acqfi. I will ; but hencefor^ pr'ythtt b^ more kind.. 

W"hence came the caufe f 

CJja. Indeed I've been to blame; 
* But ril learn better;* for youVe been rayfajtber. 
You've been her father too— {Jfak&s lAon^ ^ the hani^ 

Acaft. Forbear the prologue— —-? , 
And let me know the fobilance of thy tale* 

Cham. You took her up, a little tender flower^ 
Juft fprouted on a bank, which ^he next fro^ 
Ilad nipp'd ; and with a careful loving hand, 
Tranfplanted her into your own fair garden. 
Where the fun always ihines. There long ihc flonrifli'd. 
Grew fweet to fenfe, and lovely to the eye. 
Till at the lafia cruel fpotler came, 
Cropt this fair rofe, and rifled all its fweetnefs. 
Then caft it like a loathfome weed away. 

Acaft. You talk to me in parables, Cbamont, . 
You may have known that I*m no wordy man ; . 
Fine fpeeches are the inflruments of knaves. 
Or fools, that ufe *em when they want good fekfe j 

But 
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But honcfty 

Needs no difguife nor ornament. Be plain* 

Cham. Yourfon 

jlcajt* IVetwo; and both, I hope, have honour* 

CJmi, I hope fo too— > but 

Acafi* Speak.. 

Cha, I muft inform yoUy 
Once more, Caflalio ! 

Acaft. Still Caftalio ! 

Cha. Yes. 
Your fbn Caftalio>has wrong'd Monimla^ 

Acaft. Hah i wrong*d her I 

Cha. Marry'd her. 

Acaft, I'm forry for't. 

Cha, Why forry ? 
By yon bleft heav'n, there's not a lord 
•But might be proud to take her to his hearr*. 
• Acaft. rii not<leny^.t 

Cha^ You- dare not^ by the gods 
You dare not ; aU youn family combin'd; 
Iji one damn*d fklfiiopd to outdo CaAalio, 
Dare not deny't. 

Acaft. How ha» Gailalio wrongM her ? 

Oja. Aik that of him. 1. fay,. my fitter's wrong'd:: 
Monimia, my fitter, b(»ti as high 

And noble asCattaiio Doherjuttice, 

Or, by the gods, Pll lay a fcene of blood 
Shall.make this dwelling horrible to nature, 
ni do't. Hark you, my lord, your fon Caflalio,. 
Take him to your cloiet, and there teach him manners*. 

Acaft. You fhall havejuttice^ 

Cham. Nay, I will have juttice. 
Wha*ll fleepm fafety that has done me wroi^? 
My lord, I'll, not difturb you to repeat 
The caufe of this ; I beg you (to preferve . 
Your houfe's^ honour) aik it of CaftaUo. 

Acaft. I wilU 

Cha. '1 ill then, farewel [B»//* 

AcaJI. Farewel, proud boy* 
Monimia ! 

Mon. My lord, 

Acaft. You are my daughter. 
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« ' 

Mon. I anr, my lord^ if you'll vouchfafc to own me* 
^caft. When you'll complain^to me, I'll prove a father. 

[Exiu 
Mon, Now I'm undone for ever. Who on earth 

Is there fo wretched as Monimia ? 

Firft by Caftalio cruelly fbrfaken ; 

IVe loll Acaftonow: his parting frowns 

May well inftrud me, rage is in his heart : 

* I fhall be next abandon'd.to my fortune, 

* Thrull out a naked wand'rer to the world, 
^ And branded for the mifchievous Monimia ! 

* What will become of me V My cruel brother 
Is framing mifchiefs too, for ought I know. 
That may produce bloodGied and horrid inurder# 
I would not be the caufe of one man's death 

To reign the emprefs of the earth ; nay, moi^j^- 
I'd rather lofe for ever my CafbliO| 
My dear unkind Cailalia ! 

Enter Vdii^vt. 
P0U Monimia weeping ! ' 

* So morning dews on oew-blownyofiet lodge, 

* By the fun's am'rous heat to bt^ exhal'd/ 

I come, my love, to kifs all fofrraw from thee, 

What mean thefe %h8 ? And Why thus beats thy hesrt ? 

Mon, Let me alone to forrow. ^Tis a caufe 
None e'er ihall know : but it (hall with tnedie. 

Poh Happy, Monimia, he to whom thcfe iigh^, 
Thefe tears, and all thele langurAiingB, are -paid 1 
•I am no llranger to your deareil fccrct : 
I know your heart was nevier meant for mc, 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price* 

Mon. My lord I 

PoL Nay, wonder not | lafi night Theird 
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment faiw 
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made, 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the found. 
Wilt thou be fwom, my love ? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again ? 

Mou. Banifh fuch fruitlefs hopes \ 
Have you fwore conftancy td my undoing ? 
Will you be ne'er my friend again ? 

Poh What means my love ? 

M0nm 
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Mm. Away ; what meant, my lord, 
Laft night ? 

Pol, Is that a queftion now to be demanded ? 
Ihope Monimia was.not muchdifpleasM. 

Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a proftitute ? 
T' aflault my lodging ^t the dead of night, 
And threaten note if I deny'd admittance ' 

You faid you were Caftaiio ■■■ 

Fffi. By thofe eyes 
It was the fame : I fpent my time much better ; 
I tell thee,' ill natured fair-one, I was poded 
To more advantage, on a pleafant hill 
Of fpringing joy, and everlafling fweetnefs* 

Mffi., Hah-^have a care 

PoL Where is the danger near me ? 

Mon* I fear youVe on a rock will wreck your quiet^ 
And drown your foul jn wretchednefs for ever ; 
A thoufand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory. 
Will you be kind, and anfwer me one quelHon ? 

Pet IM trufl thee with my life ; on thofe foft breafift 
Breathe out the thoiceik fecrets of my hearty > 

Til! I had no.thing ia k left but love*. 

Mom, N«y, I'll conjure you by the gods and angels,. 
By th' honour of your name, that's mod concerned,. 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly. 
Where did you reft laft night I 

Poh Within thy arms 
I trium|^*d : refl had been my foe« 

Man. 'Tis don^ l^hefaintu 

Pol. She faints ! No help ! Who waits ^ A curfe 
Upon my vanity, that could Qot keep* 
The fecret of my happinefs in iilence. 
Confufion ! we (hall be fuFpii2v*d anon^ 
And confequently all muft be betray 'd. 
Monimia I She breathes— -Monimia— 

Mon. Well . 

Let mifchiefs multiply ! Let ev'iy hour 

Of my loathM life yield me increafe of horror ! 

Oh, let the fun to thefe unhappy eyes 

Ne'er (hine ajrain, but be eclipsed for ever ; 

May every thmg I look on feem a prodigy, 

T9 fill my foul with terrors^ till I quite 

, / Forget 
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Forget I cTer had humanity. 

And grow a curfer of the works of nature ! 

Poh What means all this ? • ' 

Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all 
The friendftiip e'er you vow'd to good Cafklio 
Be not a faUhood ; if you ever lov'd 
Your brother, you*ve undone yourfelf and me. 

PoL Which way can ruin reach the man that's rich, 
As I am, in pofleflion of thy fweetncfs ? 

Man, Oh! I'm his wife. 

Pa/. What fays Monimia ! hah 1 
• Speak that again.' 

Mon. I am Caftalio's wife. 

Pol, Hismarry'd, wedded wife? 

Mon, Y^fterday's fun 
Saw it perform'd. 

PoL And then, have I enjoy'd 
My brother's wife ? 

Mon, As furely as we both 
Muft tafte of mifery, that guilt is thine* 

* PoL Muft we be miferable then ? 

* Mon, Oh !' 

PoL Oh ! thou may'fl yet be happy* 

Mon, Couldft thou be 
Happy, with fuch a weight upon thy foul ? 

PoL It may be yet a fecret ; I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Caftalk) to thee ; 
Whilft from the world I tajce myfelf away, 
And wafte my life in penance for my fin. 

Mon, Then thou wouldft more undo me j heap a load 
Of added fins upon my wretched head. 
Wouldft thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring pollution to his arms? Curft thought ! 
Oh, when ihall I be mad indeed ! \^Ex. Mon. 

* PoL Nay, then 

* Let us embrace, and from this very moment 

* Vow an eternal mifery together. 

* Mon, And wilt thou be a very faithful wretch ? 

* Never grow fond of ch earful peace again } 

* Wilt thou With me ftudy to be unhappy, 

* And find out ways how to increafe affli£tion ? 

* PoL We'll inftitute new arts unknown before, 

*• To vasAT plagues, and make 'em look like new ones. 

^ • FirA 
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* Firft, if thcfruitofourdeteflcdjoy 

* A child be boro, it Ihall be murdered— ——• 

« Mom. No; 

* Sure that may live. 
• Pol. Why^ 

' * Mon. To become a thing. 

* More wretched than its parents to be branded 

* With all our infamy, and curfe its birch.' 
Pol. * That's well contriv'd.* 

Then thus ril go, 

Full of my guilt, diftrafted where to roam, 

* Like the iirft wretched pair expell'd their Paradife/ 
ril find fome place where adders neft in winter, 
Loathfome and venomous : where poifons hang 
Like gums againft the walls : where witches meet 
By ni^ht, and feed upon fome pampered imp, 

Fat with the blood of babes : Therrf Til inhabit, 
And live up to the height of defperation ; 
Defire (hall languifti like a withering flowV, 

* And no difKndion of the fex be thought of? 
Horrors fhall fright me from thofe pleafing harms, 1 
And 1*11 no more be caugbt with beauty^s charms, > 

* But when I'm dying t3ce me in thy arms,' lExit.j 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT V. 

.SCENE, a garden. 

CaftaKo lying on the ground. Soft mujicm 

* 8 O N G. 

' L 

* /^OME, alLye youths, whofe hearts e*er bled 

* V> Sy cruel beauty's pride ; 

* Bring each a garland on his head, 

* Let none his forrows hide : 

* But hand in h-and around me move, 

* Singing the ^addeft tales of love ; 

* And fee, when your complaints ye join, 

* If all your wrongs can equal mine. 

* Tlic 
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* 11. 

^ The happieft mortal once wag I ; 

* My hc«it DO forrows koew, 

* Pity the ptin vuith which I die j 
^ But aik not w)ience it gr^w. 

* Yet if a tempting fair you find, 

* That's very lovely, very kind, 

^ Though bright as He'av'o, whofe flamp (he bear^, 
^ Think of my fate, and fliun her fnares/ 

See where the deer trot after one another, 
iVlale, female, father, daughter, mochcTy fon^ 
* Brother and fifter, mingledaU together. 
No difcontent they know | but in delightfiil 
Wildnefsand freedom, pleafant fpnngs, frefli herbage, 
Oalm harbours, lufly health and innocence, 
Enjoy their portion ; if they fee a man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the mppfter ■ — 

Once in a feafon too they tafte of love: 
Only the beaft of reafon is its flave, 
Ano in that folly drudges all the vear. 
Enter Acano. 

Jcajl. Cafialio ! Caftalio ! 

CaJ. Who'a there 
So wretched but to name Cafblio ? 

Jicqfi, I hope my meflage may fucceed ! 

Cafi. My father I 
•Tis joy to fee you, tho* where forrow's neurifliM. [red. 

* u^cafi^ Vm come in beauty's caufe ; youMl ^efs the 

* Cqfi. A woman ! If you love my peace of mind, 

* Name not a woman to me ; but to think 

* or woman, were enough to taint my brains, 

* *Till they ferment to madnefs. Oh, my father ! 

* Jcafi, What ails my boy ? 

' Cafi. A woman is the thing 

* I would forget, and blot from my remembrance. 
*, j^ca/. Forget Moniniia ! . 

* CaJ. She, to choofe : Monimia i 

* The very found's ungrateful to my fenfc. 

* JcaJ. This might feem ftrangc, but you, I've found, 

, will hide 

* Your heart from me ; you dare not truft yourfether. 

F * Cafi. 



6i T H E O R P H A N, 

* Cajl. No more Monimia. 

* Acaft, Is (he not yodr wife ? 

* Caji. So much the worfc ; who lores to hear of wife ? 

* When you would give ill worldly plagues a name> 

* Worfc than they have already, call *cm wife : 

* But a new-marry'd wife's a teeming mifchief, 

* Full of herfelf ! .Why, what a deal of horror 

* Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yefterday !* 
Acqfi, Cailalio, you muft go along with me, 

And fee Monimia* 

Caft. Sure my' lord but mocks me. 
Go ice Monimia*! * Pray, my lordj cxcufc mc^ 

* And leave the condu£l of this part of life 

* To my own choice.' 

Acaft^ I fay, no more difpute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her, 

Caft. Who has complain'd ? 

Acafi. Her brother, to my face, proclaim'd her wrong 'd| 
And in fuch terms they've warm'd me. 

Cqft, What terms? Her brother! Heav'n! 
Where leam'd (he that ? 
What ! does (he fend her hero with defiance ? 
He durft notfure affront you ! 

Acaft. No, not much. 
But 

Cafi. Speak, whatfaidhe? 

Acaft, Tliat thou wert a villain ; 
Mcthinks Iivould not have thee thought a villain. 

Cafi, Shame on th' ill-manner'd brute ! 
-Your age fecur'd him ; he durft not elfe have faid fo. 

Acqft* By my fword^ 
I would not fee thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely : 
Though I have pafs'd my word (lie (hall have jullice. 

Caft. Juftice ! to give her juftice would undo her. 
ThiiiJL you this folitude I now have chofen, 
Left joys, juftop'ning to myfenfe, fought here 
A place to curfe my fate in, meafur'd out 
My grave at length, wifli'd to have grown one piece * 
With this cold clay, and all without a caufe ? 
Enter Chamont, 

Chm. Where is the hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging innocence and breaking vows, 

Whofe 
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"Whofc mighty fpirit, and whofe ftubbom heart, • 
No woman can appeafe, nor man provoke ? 

Acafi, I guefsy Chamoi^t, you come to feek Caftalio* 

Cha^ I come to feek the hulband of Monimia. 

C^. The-fiavcishere; 

Cha. I thought e'er novr to-'ve found you 
Attoning for the ills youVe done Chamont ; 
For you have wrong'd the dcareft pan of himi. 
Monimia, young lord', weeps in this heart ; 
And all the tears thy injurie3 have drawn 
From her poor eyes, are drops of blood from hencci. 

Caft^ Then you are Ghamont ? 

Cba. Yes, and I hope no ilranger 
To gteat Caftalio. 

C^. I*ve heard of fuch a man 
That has been very bufy with my honour. 
I own, Vm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return theviliain back again. 
You fent me by ray fathen 

Cba* Thus I'll thank you. [Draws^ 

Acafi^ By this goodfwerd^ whof&jfFpreflimes to violencet 
Makes me his foe«—— [Draws and interfojes, 

• Young man, it once was thought [To Caft. 
^ I was fit guardian of my houfe's honour; 

• And you might truft your fliare with me— For you, 

[To Cham, 

• Young foldier, I muft tell you, you have wrong'd me* 

• I promised you to do Monimia right, 

• And thought my word a pledge I would not forfeit : 

• But you, 1 find, would fright us to performance.' 
CaJ. Sir, in ray younger years, with care you taught me 

That brave revenge was due to injur'd honour ; 
Oppofe not then the jufticc of my fword, ' • 

Leu you fhould make me jealous of^ your love* 

Cba. Into thy father's arms thou fly'ft for fafety, 
Becaufe thou know'ft that place is fan6tify'd 
With the remembrance of an ancient frie&d(hip«. 

Ca^, I am a villain, if I will not feek thee, • 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful fair thou plead'ft for. 

Cha» She wrong'd thee ! by the fury in my heart, 

F 2 Thy 
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Thy father's honour's not above MonxmiaV ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth aad virtue fairer. 

Act^. Boy, don't didurb the a(hes of the dead * 
With thy capricious follies. The remembrance 
Of the fov'd creature that once fill'd thcfc arias.-— *• 

CZ'tf. Has not been-wrong'd, 

Caft. Itfhallnot. 

Cham. No, nor (hall 
Monimia, thoueh a helplefs orphan^ deititute 
Of friends and ^rtune, though th' unhappy lifter 
Of poor ChaiDOtit, whofe fivord is all his portion^ 
B' oppreft by thee, thou proud imperious traitor» 

Caft. Hah ! fet nae free. 

Cha, Come both. 

M^r Serlaa. 

S>r, Alas J .%las ! ' 

The caufc of thefe diforders j my Chamoat^ 
Who is't has wrong'd thee ? 

Caft. Now, where art thou fled 
Foriheher? 

Cha. Come ffx>m thine, and fee what fafeguftrd 
Shall then, bet ray my fears. , .. ' 

Str. Cruel Calialio, ■ \' \, , 

Sheath up thy angry (word, and don^t affright met 
Chamont, let once Serixui calm thy breafl : 
.If any of my friends have done thee injuries, 
, I'll be rcvepg*d, and love^ thee better for't, 

Cafi, Sir, if you'd have me thinli; you did not taJce. 
This opportunity to ftew your vanity,^ ,, 

Let's meet fome other time, when by ourfelves 
^We^fairly may difpute our wrongs togetl^. 

Cha, Till then, 1 am Caitalio^ friend. 

Cajt. Serina, 
Farewel, I wifi> much happinefs attend you» 

Ser^ Chamcmt's the dearefi thing I have on earihi 
Give me Chamont, and let the world forfake me. 

CA>a. Witoefs the gods, how happy I'm in thee \ 
' No beauteous blo^ra of the fragrant fpring, 

* Though the foir child of nature newly bo/n, 

* Can be fo lovely,' Angry, unkind Calialio, 
Suppofe I Should a-while lay by tny paffions,^ 

. . And 
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And be a beggar in Monimia^s caufe. 
Might I be heard? • 

Cafi, Sir, 'twas my laft requefl, . . 

You would, tboush I find you will fiot^ be (atisfy'd ; 
Soy in a word, ^^niixiia is ray fcorar; 
She bafely fent you here to try my fears ; 
That was your mtfinefs ; 

• No artful proftitute, in falflioods pra6kis'd, 

• To make advantage of her coxcomb^s fbllie?, 

• Could have done more.— — Difquiet vex her for't. 
Cba, Farewel. [£;ir// Cham, am/ Scs. 
Cj^. Farcwel— My fa^eiv you fecra troubled » 
Acaft^ Would I'd been abfent when this boiftcrous 

brave . 

Came to di^rb thee thus. IVn gricT'd I hinder'd 
Thyjuft refentment But Mooimia ■ > 

Caji, Damn her. 
. Aci^. Don't carfe her*. 

Caft. Did I ? 

Acaft, Yes. 

Caft. Vm forry for*t. 

Acafi, Methinks, as if I guefs, the fault's bur fmaU, 
It might be pflrdon'd, 

Caft. No. 

Acaft. What has (he done ? 

Cafi. That ihe's my wife, ma^ heaven and you for« 
• give me. 

Acaft, Be reconcil'd then.- 

Caji. No. ' 

Acaft, Go fee hew 

Cafi. No. - ^ 

" -<^ftf/?. I'll fend and bring her hither;- 

Cafi. No. 

Acaji, For my fake,. 
Caflalio^ aild the quiet of ray age. 

Cafi. Why will you urge a thing my nature, ftam at h 

AcaJI. Pr'yjthee ft>rgiv« her. 

Caji. Lightningsfirftihall blaft me. 
1 tell you, were (he prollrate at my feet, 
Full ot- her fex*3 beftdiflembled iorrows^. 
And all that wond'rous beauty of her own,. 
My heart might break, but it ftiould. never foftcn.. 

F 3 Enter 
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FUr^ Mylofd, where are you? ' Cb^ Qifialio! 

* ^fi|r/?. Hark. 

•: Csfi^ WhttVtfcat^ 

F/fff". Oh, (hew me quiddy* whcreV CdfiaUo i 

Jlcafi. Why, what** the bcufincis ^ 

F/^r, Oh, the poor Monimia 1^ ^ ■ ■■ 

Caft. Hah! 

^ftf^, WhatVtbe matter? 

l^hr. Hurry'd by defpaW^ 
^he flies with fury ovier all the houfe. 
Through eTery lOom cf eadi apartmeaf , crying,. 
Where> thy Caftatia ? Give rae my Cdbiio 1 , 
Except^ fees you, fuse (lie'U grow di{lra<5|ed. 

C\z/IL Hah ! . will (he > Does, (he name CiilbHa ? 
And Vith fuch taideraefs ? Coadud me quickly 
To the pooiiovcly mourner. * Oh, my taihcr !* 

^f<5^,Thenwiltthougo? Blei^^ attend thy .pui>ofe» 

Cajt^ I cannot hear Monimia's foul's in fa^nefs. 
And be a man ; my hea^t will hot forget her ; 

* But do not tdl the world you (aw this of rae/ 
Ac^. Delay' not then, but hafbe and cheer thy love. 
Caft. Oh ! I will throw m'impad^at arms about her^ 

In her foft bofom (igh m%foul to peace. 

Till through the panting breaft flie finds the way 

To mould my heart, aiM make it what (he w^l. 

Monimia ! Oh ! [Exeunt Acaflo andC^SJu 

Enter Monimia. 

Man* Stand off, and give me room^ 
I will not reft till I have;^und Calklio^ 
My wifh's lord, comely as the riiing day, 
Amidft ten thoufand eminently known. 
Flowers fpring up whetc«*er he treads, his eye«. 
Fountains of brightn^fs, cheering all about him I 
When will they Ihine on me ? — Oh, Hay my foul ! 
I cannot die in peace till I have feen him. 
Caftalio ^xnthin, 

Cqft. Who talks of d]^ing with a voice i^ fw^et. 
That life's in love with it ? 

M0n. Hark 1 'tis he that aafw^rs* 

• ^ I •■'So 
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* So, in a camp, tho* at the dead of niglit, 

* If but the trumpet's chearfnl uCnOi U heard^ 

* All at the-iigaal k4>from downy rtQ^ 

* And every fc^art awakc», as nime4iocs bow/ 
Where art thou ? 

Cafi^ [Eaterif^,"} Here, flay lo¥C» 

Mofi. No, nearer, left I vanifti* 

CaJ. Have I been in a dream, then, all this wkile^ 
And art thou bcit the fliadow of Monimk ? 
Why doft thou fly me thus ? . 

Mm, Oh>, were it poCible that we ceald drown 
In dark oblivion but a few paft.boursi; 
We might be happy • 

Caji^ Is't then io hard,.M<mimia, to forgive 
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores thee i^ 
For I m\xH love th«e, though it pr^ve my ruia* 
Which way (hall. 1 court thee ? r 

What 4uU I do to be enough thy (h|¥«. 
And (atisiy the iovely pri^ that'« in thvee ^ 
^ ru kae^l to thee, and weep a flood W^»^ ^te^ ^ 

Yet prithee, tyrant, break not quite ray heait ; * 
But when my uik of penitence is donei 
Heal it again, and comfort me with k>^» 

Man. If I am dumb, Ca^afo, and \^n^ Words^ 
^ To pay tljee back this msghC)r t^demefs j 
It is becaufe I look on thee with horroF,. 
And cannot fee the man I hav^ ,fo V9p^g'dm . -^ ^ 

Caft* Thou haft not wrong'd me- ^ 

Mon. Ah ! ala^, thou talk^fl: ' 

Jufl as thy poor heart thinks ! Have not I wronged tbee ? - 

Caft. No. 

Mon. Still thou wander'ft in the dark,>Caftalio i 
Sut wilt, ere long, ii;umble on horrid danger* 

* Caft^ What means my love ? 

* Mon 4 Geuld'ft thouJMK forgjiveme ■■ ■ ■■ 
'' * Caft. What? ... 

* Mon. For my fault lafk night; aks^ thou can^fl not f 

* Caft. lean, and do. 

* Mon. Thus craNvling on the earth, 

* Would I tliat pardon meet ; the only thing 

^ Can make me view the face of He^v'a with hope* 

* Cajl. Then, let's draw nf^iv 

*' Mon. 
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* Mfn. Ah, ine ! 

« Cafi. So, in the ficlefs, 
« When the deftroycr has been out for fftv^ 

• The fcattcr*d lovers of the feather *d kittd, 

• Seeking, when danger's paft, to meet again, 

• Make moan, and call, by Aich degrees approach ; 

• *Till joining thus, they bill, and fpread their wingsy 

• Mamuring love, and joy their fear» a?e over, 

* Mon. Yet, have a care ; be not too fond of peace, 

• Left, in purfuancc of the goodly qoiarry, 

• ThoU meet a difappointment that diftra^a thee/ 
Cafi. My bettec angel, then-do thou in form me,. ^ 

What danger threatens ine, and where it lies : 
Why didft thou (pr'yttiee fmHe, and tcU me why)» 
When I ilood waiting underneath the window, 
Quaking with fierce and violent defires ; 
The dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 
Dbiknefs indos'd, and the winds whiftled round me; 
Which, with my mournful fighs, made fuch fad mufic^ 
As might «have mo^M <the hardeft heart $ why wert thoiK 
Deaf tojny cries, and fenfelefs of my pains ^ 

Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquinr h 
Read'ft thou not fomethingin my face, that (peaks 
Wonderful change, and horror mm witbin me? 

Cafi. Then there is fomething yet which IVe tiofe 
known : 
What dpfi thou nnean 6y horror and forbearance 
Of more enquiry ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me y 
And don't betray me to a iiecond madnefsv 

Jlf#;f. Mufti ^ 

Cafi, If, lab'iing in the pangs of death. 
Thou wouldft do any thing to give me-eafe r 
Unfold this riddle ere my thoughts grow wild^ 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

Men, My lieatt' woa't let me fpeak it ; but lemember^ 
Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this^. 
We ne*er m«ft meet again, 

Ca/i, * What means my deft>ny ?- 

• For all my good or evil fete dwells in thee ?" 
Ne'er meet again ! 

JWi«. No^ never, • 
Cafi. Whcrc'ii the pofTer 

On 
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On earth, that dare not look like thee, and fay fb f 
Thou art my heart's inhentenoe ; I fcrv'd 
A long and painful, faithful flay'iy for thee : 
And who (hall rob me of the dear-bought bleffing ? 

Mon. Time will clear all ; but now let this content jxmm 
Hcav'n has. decreed, and therefore I'm reiblv*d . 
(With tonnent I muft tell it thee, Caftalio) 
Ever to be a'ftranger to thy love ; 
In fome far difbnt country wafte my Kfe^ 
And from this day, to fee thy face no more. 

Cafi, Wliere am I ? Sure I wander Hnidft encbantmenty 
And never more ihall find the way to reft ; 
' But tih, Monimia 1 art thou Indeed refolr'd 
*• To puniih me with^everlafting ab&noe V 
Why tum'il thou from me ; 1% alone already ; 
Methinks I fUnd upon a naked beach, 
Sighing to winds, and to the £eas complainings ^ 
W hilft a£tr off the veflel fiiils away, 
Where all the treafure of my ibul*s embarkM^ 
Wilt thou not turn ?— Oh ! could thofe eyes but Ipeal^ 
I fhould know all^ for love is pregnant in *em 4; 
They fweU, th^ prefs their beams upom me flill : 
Wilt thou not ipeak ? If we mil it. part for ever. 
Give me but one kind word to think upon. 
And pleafe myfetf withal, whilfl ray heart's breaktn^;^* 

Mon* Ah, poor Cafialio ! {£xit Monimin« 

Cafi. * Pity, by the gods, 
* She pities me ! then thou wilt j|^ etemalhr*' 
What means all this ? Why all this fUr toplagtie 
A fin^wretch ? If but your w«rd can (mkc 
This world to atoms, why fo much ado 
With me ? Think me but dead, and lay me fo. 
£nter Polydore. 

Pol. To live, and live a tonnent to m]r&lf. 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condition ^^ 
WeVe little knowledge, and that makes us cowards, 
Becaufe it cannot tell us what's to come* 

Cafi. Who's there? 

PoL Why, what art thou ? 

CV'/. My brother Polydore? 

Pol, My name is polydore; 

Cajln Canft thou inform me »!■ 

Pol. 
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Pol. Of what ! ^ 

Cafi. Of myMonimiaf 

Pol. No. Good day. 

Caft. In hafte. 
^Hethinks my Polydore appears in fadncft. ^ 

PoL Indeed, and fo to mc does my Caftalxo. 

Cajf. DoI> 

Pol. Thou doft. 

Caft. Alas, Tvc wond'rous rcafon ! 
I*m ftrangcly altcr'd, brother, fince 1 faw thee. 
. PoL Why ? 

Caft. Oh 1 to tell thee, would but put thy heart 
To pain. Let mc embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy neck; Iwouldrepofe 
Within thy friendly bofom all my follies ; 
For thou wih pardon Vm, becaufe they're mine. 

PoL Be not too credulous j coniider firfl ; 
Friends may be falfe. Is there no frietidihip falfef 

Caft. Why doft thou alk me that ? Does this appear 
Like4i fsdfe rriendfhip, when with open arms 
And (beaming eyes, I run upon thy' breaft? 
Oh, 'tis in thee alone I muft have comfort ! ' 

PoL 1 fear, Caflalib; I have nonetogive thcc# ^ 

CUift. Doft thou not love m^, thru ? 

PoL Oh, more than' life : 
i5 never had a thought of my Caflalio, 
Might wrqng the mendfbip we had vow'd together^ 
Haft thou deah fo by mc ? 

Cajl. 'I hope I have. 

PoL Then tell mc why this mourning, this difordcr? 

Caft. Oh, Polydore, I know not how to'teil thee j . 
Shame rifcs in my face, and interrupts " ^ - . 
The ftoiy of my tongue. 

PoL 1 grieve, my fricRd 
Knows any thing which he's afharoM to tell mc 5 
Ordidft thou e'er conceal thy thoughts from Polydore? 

Caft. Oh, much too oft ! 
But let me here conjure thee. 
By all the kind affection of a brother, 
(For I'm aftiam'd to call myfelf thy friend) 
Forgive 'me. 

PoL Well, go on. 

Caft. 



N 
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Csff. Ourdcfiinycontriv'd 
To plague u s both with ooe unhappy love. . 
TJidu^ like, a friend,, a co^^tanty^o 'reus irreody ,, jj 
In its firft pangs didll!.truf| me vvith ithy. paffion, . , « 
Whiift I fKll fmooth'd my pain wiih fmilos before th.c^i .. 
And made a contrad I ne'er meant to keep. . ^ , « 

.jP^/. HQiv! '...•.-, 

Cafi» Still new ways I ftudy'd to abufe thee, 
And kept these as a Arangcr to my paffion, 
*Till yeflerday I wedded with Mpnimia. ...:.: 

P<;/. Ah, Caftalio/was that well done? ,, 

Cafi. N(5 ; . to conceal't from thee was muck a faul|t . • 

PcL A fault! when thou haft h?ard \ - ., v 

The tale 1 tell, what wilt thou call it then ? ) 

Ca/l. How my heart throbs ! 

PoL Firft, foj thy friendfhip, traitor, 
I cancel't thus ; after this day, I'll ne'er 
Hold truft orconverfe with thefalfe Caftalio ; . •.. 

This,- withefe Heaven. * ; * ^. : ] 

Cajl. What will my fate do with me ? , f \ ^ 

I Ve loft all hap|>inefs,' and; know not why. • 
What means this, brother > \ \ 

Pol. Perjur'd, trci^ch'rous wretch, 
Farewel. 

Caft, I'll be thy flave, and thou (halt ufc me 
Juft as thou wilt^ do but forgive me. 

Poh Never. 

Cafi* Oh ! think a little what thy heart is doing; > 

How, froip our infancy, we hand in hand 
Have trod the path of life in love together ; 
One bed has held us, and the fame (kfires. 
The fame averfibns ftill employed our thoughts : 
When e'er had I a friend^ that was not Polydore^s ? 
Or Polydore a foe that was not m^ine ! , 

Ev'n in the womb w'embrac'd, and wilt thou now 
For the iirft fault, abandon and forfake me. 
Leave me; araidft afEi6lions, to myfclf, 
Plung'din the gulph of grief, and none to help me ? 

PoL Go to Monimia, in her arms thou'lt find 
Repofe ; fhchas the art of healing forrows. 

Caft. What arts > 

Poh Blind wretch ! thou huft)and ! there's a queftion f 

* Go 
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* Go to her fuifome bed, and vrallow tbert ; 

* Till fome hot ruflSan, full of luft and wine, 

* Come ftorm thee out, and (hew thee what's thy bargain* 
« CaJ, IMd there, I charge thee/ 

P>/. U (he not a 

Ckfi. Whoie? 

jPoL Ay, whore; I think that word needs no tx^ 
- plaining. 

Co/!. Alas, lean forgive ev^n this, to thee! 
But let me tell thee, Polydorc, I*m griev'd 
To fii^d thee guilty of fuch low reyenge, 
To wtmg'that rirtue which thou could^ not ruin; 

FoL Itfeems I lie, then. 
. Cafi* Should the braveft man 
That e*er wore conquering fword, but dare to whifper 
What thou proclaiin^ll, he were the worfl of liars : 
My friend may be mtihken. 

Pel. Danm th' cvafion ; 
Thou mean'fi the worft ; and he's a hafe-bom villain 
That faid I lied. 

Cafi. . Do, draw, thy fword, and thruft it through my 
h^rt ; 
There is no joy in life, if thou art k>(l« 
A bafe-born villain ! 

Poh Yes'; thou never cam'ft 
From old Acaflo*s loins ; the midwifi; put 
A cheat upon my mother, and inflead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me, 
PlacM fome coarfe petfant*s cub, atnd thou art he* 

Cafi. Thou art my brother Itill, 

PoL Thou licft. 

Cn^t Nay then— . {He Jrawsm 

Yet I am calm. 

PoL A coward's always fo. 

Cqfi. Ah ! -ah— that ftings home— »— Coward ! 

Pol. Ay, bafe-born coward ! villain ! 

Cqfi» This to thy heart, then, tho' my mother bore thee. 
^Fig/ji ; Polydorc /irops his ftx^ord^ and runs on Caftalio's* 

P0L Now ray Cnualiois again my friend. 

Caft, What have 1 done ? My fword is in thy brea(l« 

PoL So I would have it be, thou beft of men, 
Thou kindefi brother, and thou truei^nend, 

Cafi. 
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Ccjl. Ye rods, we're taught tkat aU your works tre 

juuice, 
YeVe painted merciful, and friends to innocence : -^ 
If fo, then why tbefe ulagnes upon my head \ 

FpL Blaine not the Heavens; heie lies thy ftie, 
Caftalk); 
Th'are not thegods, Ms Polydore has wron|;'d thee; 
IVc ftain'd thy bed ; thy fpotlefs marriage joys 
Hate been polluted by thy brother's luft. 

Cajl. By thee! 

Pi>L 'By me, laft night, the horrid deed 
Was done, when all things flept, but nige and iace(|^ 

Cafi. Now Where's Monimia ? Oh I ^ 

jE«/fr Motdmia. 

Mon* I'm here, who calls me? 
Methought I heard a voice. 
Sweet as the (hepherd's pipe upon the mountains. 
When all his little flock's at feed before him« 
By what means this ? Here's blood« 

Caft, Kjj brother's blood. 
Art thou prepar'd for everlafting pains ; 

Pah Oh, let roe charge thec> by th* eternal juilice^ 
Hurt not her tender life ! . 

Caft. Not kill her ? * Rack me, 

* Ye pow'rs above, with all your choicefi torments^ 

* Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented^ 

* If 1 not pra£tife cruelty upon her, 

* And wreak revenge fome way yet never known.' 
Mon. That taik myfclf have finiOi'd, I (hall (Ue 

Before we part ; I've diank a healing draught 
For all my cares, and never more iliall wrong thee. 

P^^A CHi, (he's innocent! 

Cafi. Telline that Itory, 
And thou wilt make a wretch of me indeed. * 

PoL Had A thou, Caftalio, us'd melikcafti^nd. 
This ne'er had happeh'd ; hadft thou iQt me know 
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy ; 
But ignorant of that, . 

Hearing th* appointment made, qnrag'd to think 
Thou hadft outdone me in fuccefsful lof p, 
I, in the dark, wejit^ndfupply'd thy place ; 
Whilft, all the nisiit, 'midil our trlui^phauc iovs, 

G ' ' The 
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The trembling, tender, kind, deceivM Mmrimsa, 
EmbracMy carefs'd, and call'd me her Caibdio. 

Caft^ And all this is the woikof my own fortune ; 
None but myfelf could e*er have been fo curs'd* 
"My fatal love, alas ! has ruin*d thee, ' 
Thou fairefl, goodliefl frame thtf gods e'er made, 
Or 6ver hum&n eyetf And hearts adorM. « 
I've mnrd^'d too my brother. 
Whv would'ft thou lludy ways to damn me farther ? 
Ana force the fin of parricide upon me ? 

F0U 'Twas my owo fault, ana thou art innocent ; 
. Foigive the barbarous trefpafs of my tongue $ 
'Twas a hard violent : I could have died 
With love of thee, e'en when I u«*d thee worft ; 
Nay, at each word that my difb^ion utter'd". 
My heart recoilM, and 'twas half death to fpeak 'em« 

Mon^ Kow, my Caflalio, the mofl clear of men. 
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bofom. 
And clofe the eyes of one that has betray'd Aee ? 

Caftn Oh, I'mth' unhappy wrptch, whofe curfed fat^ 
Has weigh'd thee down into deftrudion with him* 
Why then, thus kind to me ? ^ 

Mon. When I'm laid low i'th' grave, and ^ite fbti 
gotten, 
May'ft thou be happy in a fairer bride ; 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia* 
When I am dead, as prefently I ihall be, 
(For the gdm t)rrant grafps my heart ahready) 
Speak well of me ; and it thou find ill tongues 
Too bufy with my fame, don't hear me wrong'd ; 
*Twill be a noble julticc to the memoiy 
Of a poor wretch, once honour'd with thy love. 
How my head fwims ! 'tis very dark. Good night. 

Caft^ If I furvivc thee— what a thought was that ? 
Thank Meav'n, I go prepar'd againft that curfe^ 

Enter Chamont, difarmtd and fei%ed ^ Acafio and 

/ernfants. 
Cham, Gape earth, and fwallow me to quick de< 
(Iru^on, 
If I forgive ybur houfe ; if I not live 
An everlaiUng plague to thee, Acafio^ 

3 AacI 



T/H E » P H. A N. ;i^, 

And all thy.mc^t YeVe p-crj*w«rM in^now ; 
But hear me, Hcav*n !— Ah^ here's a fcenc of death! 

My fifler, my Monimia breathlefsj Now, 

Ye pow'rs above, if ye have juiUce, itnke. 

Strike bolts thro! me, and through the cun'd Caflalio. 

* Pci. Who calls? 

• jfcafi^ Hpw cam'fl thou wounded ?* 

Cafi. Stand off, thou hot-br^u'd, boift*rou8, noifjr 
ruffian. 
And leave mq to my forrows* 

dfom* By the love 
I bore her living, I will ne'er forftfce h^r ; 
But here remain, 'till my heart burft with fobbing. 

Cajl. Vanifti, I charge thee, or— IDraws a dagger ^ • 

Cham, Thou canft not kill me ; 
Tim would be kiadnefs, and againfl thy nature. 

A:aji. Wiiat means Caftalio ? Sure thou will not puU 
More forrow».0Pithy aged father's hea4. 
Tell me, I beg you*, tdlme the f^dcwfe, 
Of all this ruin. 

P«/» Thjrt mttft bfeff^ taik ; 
^lk»( 'ti6 too long for one in pains to tell ; 
You'll m niydof^ find" the ftorywniteii.. 
Qf all ouir WQes» Gaifhlio's innooeoi^ 
And fo's Monifliia; only rn^tobbmew 
Enquire no farthcTk . 

.4dffc Xhottt^unkind Chamont, 
tJnjuftly haft purfu'd me with thy hate, 
And foueht the life of him that never wrongM thee t 
Now, it thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance) 
Come, join with 4fte, andicuife^r-'*-^ 

Cham. What? 

Caft. Firft, thyfelf. 
As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth : 
Cc^ifuiign and diforder feize the world, 
To fpoil all truft and converfe amongft men, 
'Twixt families engender endlefs feuds, 
In countries needlefs fears, in cities fa6tions. 
In ftates rebellion, and in churches fchifm : 
'1111 all things move againft the courfe of nature : 
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'Till form^ diflblvM, the chain of caufes broken, 
And the original of being lo(U 

jfcafi. Have patience* 

Cafl. Patience ! preach it to the winds. 
To roaring feas, or ragVng fires ! The knaves 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe •«!»• 
Strip me of all the common needs of life, 
Scald me with leprofy, let friends forfak^ me, 
ini bear it all ; but curs'd to the degree 
That I am now, 'tis this muft give me patience r 
Thus I find rei^, and ihall complain no more. 

* Fol. Caftalio! Oh J 

Cafi. * I come/ 
Chaniont, to thee my -birth-right I bequeath ; 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his grieft, 

[Acafto^/2jr/»/j inti> the arms of ajervanh ' 
For I perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
And, for Monimia's fake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina* 
Now, all I beg, is, lay me in one grave • . > 

Thus with my love, FareweU I now am«-» nothing. 

Cham. Take care of good Acafio, whilft I go 
To fearch the means by which the fates have plagu'd u^a 
•Tis thus that Heaven its empire does maintain ; 
It may afflid, but man mufl not complain. 

[Exeunt pm»4^ 



End of the Fifth Act. 
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EPILOGtlE. 



Spoken by Serin a. 

rOWFE feen cne orphan ruined here ; and I 
May be the next^ if old Acajlo die : 
Should it prove fo^ Vd fain among fi you Jind^ 
Who ^tis ^Monld to the fatherkfs he kindn 
To *vohofe protcBlon might Ifafelygo f 
Is there among you no good-nature f No. 
muitjbanidot SbouU I the god^/eeky 
And go a convi ticUng twice a week f 
Siult the kwdjage^ and its frophane poUutiof^^ 
AffeB each form^ and/aint-like i^fiitution ; 
So drofw the brethren aU to contribution f 
Orjball /, (as Iguefs the poet may 
Within thefe tJjree days) fairly run away t 
Ko; to fomecityJodgings 2*11 retire; 
Seem very gra'ue^ and privacy defire ; 
Till I am thought fome heirefs^ rich in lands^ 
tied to efcape a cruel guardian^ s hands : 
Which may produce aftory worth the tellings 
Of the next J^arks that go a fortme-fiealing. 
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TO HIS 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 

FREDERICK, 

Prinee of Wales. 

s I R, 

THE honour your Royal Highnefs has done me \tk - 
the protedlion you was pTeafed to give to this 
tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now at your feet, and 
beg your permifHon to publiih it under Royal patronage* 
llie favouring and proteAlng of letters has been, in all: 
ages and countries, one difiinguifhing mark of a great 
princ^ ; and that with good reafon, not only as it mews 
s jufinefs of tafte, and elevarion of mind, but as the in- 
fluence of fuck a protection, by exciting good writers to 
labour with more emulation in the improvement of their 
feveral talents, not a little contributes td the embellifli- 
ment and inflruAion of fociety* But of all the different 
fpecies of writing, none has fuch an efie<5t upon the livcft 
and manners otmen, as the dramatic; and therefore^ 
that of all others moft defcrves the attention of princes ; 
who, by a judicious approbation ef fuch pieces as tend 
to promote all public and private virtue, may more than 
by any coercive methods, fecure the purity of the ftage, 
and in confcquence thereof greatly advance the momls 
and politenefi of their people. How eminently your 
Royal Highnefs has always extended your favour and 
A 2 patro- 
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patronage to every art and fcicncc, and in a particular 
manner to dramatic performances, is too well known to 
the world for me to mention it here. AUow me only to 
wiih, that what I have now the honour to offer to your 
Royal Highnefs, may be judged not unworthy of your 
protection, at leaft in the fentiments which it inculcates. 
A warm and grateful fenfe of your goodnefs to me, makea 
me defirous to feize every occafion of declaring in public, 
with what profound rcfpedt and dutiful attachment, I 
am, 

SIR. 

Your Royal Highnefs*! 

Moll obliged, 

Moft obedient, and 

Moft devoted fervattti 



JAMES THOMSON. 



PROLOGUE^ 



JDpLD u the man / 'who, in ibis nicer aze^. 
■^ Prefumes to tread the cbafte correBedftagey 
jWw, "withgay tin/el arts^ ^e can no more 
Conceal the want of nature* sterling ore. 
Our ^Us are vanijh^d^ hroke our magic wandj, 
That u^d to 'waftyQU overfea and land^ 
Befvreyour light the fairy people fade ^ 
The demons f^The ghoft itfelfis laid. 
^ 'vain of martialfcena the laud alarms^ . 
The mighty pron^ter thundering out to arms^ 
The playhmtfe poffe clattering from afar^ 
The clofe^wedgdhattU^ and'thedinofwar^ 
JVbw, ementfoefenatefeldemnxjeconnfene^ 
The yawning fathers nodbehind the fcene,. 
Tour tafte rejeHs the glittering falfefuUimey 

Tofigh in metaphor^ and die in rhime. 
High rant is tumbled from hisgallety throne : 
Defcriptiouy dreams^nay^ Jmilies are gone, 

WJjatJhallwe then ? toplerfeyou howdevife^ 
Whofe judgment Jits not inyour ears and eyes ? 
Thrice happy I coUldwe catch great Shakejpeare s atty, 
To trace the deeprecejfes of the heart, :. 
Hisfimpk, plain fublime, to which is given 
To Jriie the foul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could we awake foft Ot^vajf's tender woe, 
The pomp of verfe and golden lines ofRovje, 

We to your hearts apply : let them attend ; 
before their filent candid bar we bend. 
If ciijarm'd, theylifen, His our noblefi pralfe v 
if cold^ they wither all the mufe's bays.. 
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SCENE, thepahce. 
Sigifmunda and Laura* 

SiGISMUNDA.. 

AH, fatal da)^ to Sicily ! The king 
Touches his lafl moments ? 
Lau. So 'tis fear*d. 
Sig. * The death of thofe diftinguiih'd by their ftatioa, 

* But by their virtue more, awakes the mmd 

* To folemn dr^ad, and ftrikes a faddening awe : 

* Not that we grieve for them, but for ourfelves, 

* Left to the toil of life - And yet the beft 

* Are, by the playful children of this world, 

* At once forgot, as they had never been.' 
Laura, 'tis faid, the heart is fometimes charged 
With a prophetic fadnefs : fuch, methinks. 

Now hangs on mine. The king*s approaching death 
Suggefts a thoufand fears. What troubles thence 
May throw the iftate once more into confufion, 
What fudden changes in my father's houfc 
May rife, and part me from my deareft Tancred, 
Alarms my thoughts. 

Lmu. The fears of love-fick fancy ! 
Perverfcly bufy to torment itfelf. 
But be aflur'd, your father^s fteady friendship, 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands. 
Not kneels to fortune, will fupport and cheriflx, 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, 
This, I may call him, his adopted fon, 
The noble Tancred, form'd to all. his virtues. 

Sig. Ah, form'd to charm his daughter! — This fair, 
morn 

Has 
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Has tempted far the chace» Is he not yet 
RcturnM? 

Lou, No.— When your father to the king. 
Who now exfHring lies, was callM in hafle. 
He fenteach way his meflengers to find him ; 
With fuch a look of ardour and impatience. 
As if this near event was to count Tancred 
Of mote importance than I comprehend. 

Sig. There lies, my Laura, o'er my Tancred's Birth^ 
A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely accofl, 
Nay, with refpe^t, which oft I have obfcrv'd 
Stealing at times fubmiffive o'er his features. 
In Belmont's woods niy father rear'dthis>youth— 
Ah, woods ! where firft my artlefs bofom leam'd. 
The fighs of love.— He gives him out the fouL 
Of an old friend, a baron of Apulia, 
Who in the late cru^o bravely fell. 
Bat then 'tis flrange; is all his. family 
As well as father dead ? and all their friends,. 
Except my fire, the generous good Siffredi ? 
Had he a mother, fitter^ brother left. 
The laft remain of kindred ; with what pride*, 
What rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fca-, 
To claim this rifing honour of * their blood ! 
This bright unknown f this alUaccomplifh'd youth ! 
Who charms, too much, the heart of Sigifmuada I 

* Laura, perhaps your brother knows him better,^ 

• The friend and partner of his freeft hours.' 
What fays Rodolpho ? Does he truly crediti 
This flory of his birth? 

iLtfiy. He has fometimes. 
Like yott, his doubts ; yet^ when maturely wcigh'd,. 
Believes it true. ^ As for lord Tancred's fclf, 
He never eniertain'd the llighteft thought 
That verg'd to doubt ; but oft laments his fiate,. 
By cruel fortune fo ill-pair'd to- yours. 

Sig^ Merit like his, the fortune of the mind. 
Beggars all wealth— Then, to your brother, Laura^ 
He talks of me ? 

Lau* Of nothing elfe. Howe'er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigifmunda. 
Their morning, noontide, and their evening- walks, 

z Arft 
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Are full of you ; and all the woods of Belmont 
Enamour'd with your name 

Sig. Away, my friend ; 
You flatter yet the dear delufion charma. 

Lau. No, Sigifmunda, 'tis the flrit^eft truth, 
Nor half the truth, I tell yon. Even with fondncfi 
My brother talks for ever of the paflion. 
That fires young Tancred's breaft. So much it flrikes 

him, 
He praifes love as if he were a lover. 

* He blames thefalfe purfuitsof vagrant youth^ 

* Calls them gay folly, a miftaken flruggre 

* Again ft beft judging nature.' Heaven, he ^^ys. 
In lavifh bounty form'd the heart for love ; 

Ip love included all the finer, ^ccds 

Of honour, virtue, friendfhip,' pureft blifs 

Sig, Virtuous Rodolpho 1 

Lau* Then his pleating theme 
He varies to the praifes of your love r 

Sig. And what, my Laura, fays he on the fubjedl ? 

Ltf«. He fays that, tho* he were not nobly born^ 
Nature has form*d him noble, generous, brave, 

* Truly magnanimous, and warmly fcorning 

* Whatever bears the fmalleft taint of bafenefs : 

* That every eafy virtue is his own ; 

* Not learnt by painful labour, but infpirM, 

* Implanted in his foul.'— Chiefly one charm 
He in his graceful character obferves ; 

That tho' his paflions burn with high impatience. 

And fometimes, from a noble heat of nature. 

Arc ready tp fly oflf; yet the leaft check 

Of ruling reafon brings them back to temper, 

And gentle foftnefs. 

. SIg. True ! Oh, true, Rodolpho ! 

Bleftbethy kindred worth for loving his ! 

He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 

All quick heroic ardor ! temper'd foft 

With gcntlenefs of heart, and manly reafon ! 

If virtue were to wear a human form, 

To light it with her dignity and flame, 

Then foft'ning mix her fmiles and tender graces ; 

Qhp fhe would chufe the perfon of my Tancred I 

Go 
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Go on, my friend, go on, and ever praife him ; 
The rubje6t knows no bounds, nor can I tire, 
While my breaft trembles to that fweeteft mufic ! 
The heart of woman taftes no truer joy, . 
Is never flatter'd wi th fuch dear enchantmen t 

* *Yit more than felfiih vanity* — as when 
She hears the praifes of the man (he love s 

Laum Madam, your father comes. 

JE^/^SifiS-cdi. 
Sif, \To an attendoHt as he enters.l Lord Tancre<J 
Is found ? 

At, My lord, he quickly will be here. 

* I fcarce could keep before him, though he bid me 
' Speed on, to fay he would attend your orders** 

Sif. *Tis well— retire— You, too,, my daughter,, 
leave me. 

Sig. I go, my father— But how fares the king ? 

Sif. He is no more. Gone to that awful ibite. 
Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 

Sig. How bright muft then be his !— This ftrokc is 
fuddeu ; 
He was this morning well,^ when ta thechace 
Lord Tancred went. 

Sif. *Tis true. But at h^s years 
Death gives fliort notice— Drooping nature then. 
Without a guii of pain to (hake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain. The duties of his day 
Were all difcharg'd, * and gratefully cnjoy'd 

* It's nobleft bleflings ;' calm as evening (kies, 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heaven ; when, for his laft long fleep 
Timely prcpar'd, a laffitude of life, 

A pleafing wearinefs of mortal joy, 

Fell on his foul, and down he fucik to reft. 

Oh, may my death be fuch ! ——He but one wifli 

Left unrulfiU'd, which was to fee count Tancred 

Sig, To fee count Tancred ! — Pardon me, my lord— 
S^. For what, my daughter } — But, with fuch enfiotton^ 

Why did you flart at mention of count Tancred ? 
Sig* Nothbg— I only hop'd the dying king 

Might 
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IMight mpan to make fame generous juft provifioa 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan* 

Sif. And he has done it largely— Leave me now— 
I want fome private conference with lord Tancred. 

[Exeunt Sinfmunda ^xt^ Laura* 

&/. My doubts are but too true— If thefe old cyci 
Can t]:ace the marks of We, a mutual pafiion 
Has feizM, 1 fear, my daughter and this prince. 
My fovereign now — Should it be fo ? Ah, there, 
There lurks a brooding tempefb, that may (hake 
My long concerted fcheme, to fettle firm 
The public peace and welfare, which the king 
Has made the prudent bafis of bis will 
Awa]^, unworthy views ! you fliall not tempt me ! 
Nor mterefl, nor ambition (hall feduce 

My fix*d refolve -Perifh the felliih thought. 

Which our own ^ood prefers to that of millions ! 
He comes, my king, unconfctous of hit fonune. 
JE«y<?r Tancred. 

Tan, My lord Siffredi, inyourlookt I read, 
Confirmed, the mournful news^hat fly abroad 
From tongue to tongue— We then, at laft, havekft 
The good <^d king ? 

Si/, Yes, we have loft a father ! 
The greateft blefling heaven beftows on mortab, 

* And feldom found amidft thefe wilds of time.* 

A good, a worthy king ! - Hear me, my Tancred, 
Aim I will tell thee, in a few plain words, 
How he deferv'd that beft, that glorious title. 

* 'Tis nought complex, 'tis clear as truth and virtue.* 
He lov'd his people, deem*d them all his children ; 
The good exalted, and deprefs'd the bad. 

* He fpurn'd the flattering crew, with fcorn rejefted 

* Their fmooth advice thaj only means thenlelves, 

* Their fchemes to aggrandize him into bafenefs ; 

* Nor did he.lefs difdain the fecret breath, 

* The whifpcr'd tale, that blights a virtuous name.* 
He fought alone the good of thofe fur whom. 

He was entrufted with the fovereign power : 
Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And indi^f^ry protedled ; living fate 
Beneath the facred ihelter of the laws, 
V • En. 
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* Encourag'd in their genius, arts, and labours, 

* And happy each as he himfelf dcfervcs,*! 
Are ne'er ungrateful. With unfparing hand 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treafurCi 
And every honed man his faithful guard. 

Tan* A general face of grief o'erfpreads the city. 
I mark'd the people, as I hither came, 
In crowds aflembled, ftruck with filent forrow. 
And pouring forth the noblefl praife of tears. 
*• Thofe, whom remembrance of their former woes, 

* And long experience of the vain illufions 

* Of youthful hope, had into wife confent 

* And fear of change corrected, wrung their hands, 

* And often cafling up their eyes to heav*n, 

* Gfeve fign of fad conjecture. Others (hew *d, ^ 

* Athwart their grief, or real or afFc6ted, 

* A gleam of ezpedtation, from what chance 

* And change might bring.' A mingled murmur ran 
Along the ttreets ; and, from the lonely court 

Of him who can no more allifl their fortunes, 
I faw the courtier-fiy, with eager halle, 
All hurrying to Conllantia* 

Sif. Noble youth ! 
I joy to hear from thee thefe juH refleiStions, 
Worthy of riper years— But if they feek 
Conftantia, trull me, they miflake their courfe. 

Tan. How ! Is flie not, my lord, the late king's fitter, 
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laft ♦ 
Of our fam^d Norman line, and now our queen ? 

Sif. Tancred, 'tis true ; ihe is the late king's filter, 
The fole furviving offspring of that tyrant 
William the Bad—* fo for his vices ftil'd ; 

* Who fpilt much noble blood, and fore opprefsM 

* Th' exhaujicd land : whence grievous wars arofe, 

* And many a dire convulfion (hook the flate. 

* When he, whofe death Sicilia mourns to-day, 

* William, who has and well deferv'd the name 

* Of Good, fuccesding to his father's throne, 

* Reliev'd his country's woes — But to return : 

* She is the late king's fifter,' born fome months 
After the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 

Ta». 
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Tan, Vou much furprife me— May! then pnefome 
To aft who is ? 

Sif, Come neiar^r, noble Tancred, 
Son of my care. I muft, on this occa(ion» 
CcMifult thy generous heart ; which, when conducted 
By redlitude of mind and honcft virtues. 
Gives better counfel than the hoary head- 
Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palen&0» 
The lineal ofFspriog of our famous hero, 
Roger the Fjrft* 

fan. Orcat heaven ! — How far removed » 

From that our mighty founder ? 

Sif, His great grandfon : 
Sprang from his eldeil fon, who died untimely^ 
Before his father* 

Tan, fla! the prince you mean, 
Is he not Manfred's fon ? The generous, brave, 
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant William^ 
You juft now mentionM, not content to fpoU 
Of his paternal crown, threw into fetters. 
And infamoufly murder'd ? 

Sif. Yes, the fame. 

Tan, * By heavens, I joy to find our Norman reign^ 

* The world's fole light amidft thefe barbarous agea, 

* Yet rears its head ; and fhall not, from the laiic^ 

* Pafs to the feeble diilafF/ — But this pi:incc, 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 

Sff* The late good king,^ 
By noble pity mov'd, contrived to fave him 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage, 
And had him rear*d in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture^ 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ftate, 
By civil broils moft miferably torn, 
He in his fafe retreat has lain conceal'd. 
His bir.th and fortune to himfelf unknown ; 
But when the dying king to me entrufted, 
As to the ch^eellor of the realm, lis will, 
Hisfucceflbrhe nam'4 him* 

Tan, Happy youth ! 
He then will triumph o'er his fiuhcr's foes, 
5*«r haughty Ofinond, and ilie^tynttt^. daughter* 

B Sifi 
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yStf. Ay, that is; what I dread — that heat of youth i 
There lurks, I fear, perdition to the flate, 
I dread the horrors bf rekindled war : 
Tho* dead, the tyrant ftill is to be fear'd ; 
His daughter's party ftill is ilrong and numerous : 
Her friend, earl Ofmond, conftable of Sicily, 
Experienc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty intereil# 
Better the prince and princefsfliould by marriage 
Unite their friends, their intereft, aiid their claims; 
Then will the peace and welfare of the land 
On a firm bafis rife. 

ytf«. MylordSiffredi,^ 
If by myfelf I of this prince may judge, 
That fcheme will fcarce fuccced — Your prudent age 
In vain will counfel, if the heart forbid it — 
But wherefore fear ? The right is clearly his ; 

* And, under your direction, with each man 

* Of worth, and ftedfaft loyalty, to back 

* At once the king's appointment and his birthright, 

* There is no ground for fear. They have great odds, 

* Againft th' aftc^nifh'd fons of violence, 

* Who fight with awful juftice on their fide.* 
All Sicily will roufe, all faithful hearts 

Will range themftlves around prince Manfred's fon. 
For me, I here devote me to the fervice 
Of this young prince ; i every drop of blood 
Will lofe with joy, with tranlport in his caufe— 

* Pardon my warmth— but that, my lord, will never 

* To this decifion come* — TTien, find the prince ; 
Lofb not a moment to awaken in him 

The royal foul. Perhaps, he now defponding, 
Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune ; 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He muft confine his aim$, thofe fwelling virtues 
Which from his noble father he inherits. 

Si/, Perhaps, regardleis, in the common bane 
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love. 
But if the feeds of virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher fehfe, a love 
That grafps the loves and happinefsof millions* 

Tan. Why that furmife? Or fhould he love, Siffrcdi, 
I doubt i^ot, it is nobly, wtuch will raife . 

Ani 
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And animate his virtues — Oh, permit me 
To plead the caufe of youth— Their virtue oft. 
In pleafure's foft enchantment lull'd a while, 
Forgets itfelf ; it fleeps and gayly dreams, 
Till great occafion rbufe it ; then, all flame, 
It walks abroad, with heigh ten'd foul and vigour, 
And by the change aftonilhes the world. 

Even with a kind of fympathy, J feel 

The joy that waits this prince ; when all the powers, 

Th' expanding heart can wifh, of doing good ; 

Whatever fwells ambition, or exalts 

The human foul into divine emotions, 

All crowd at once upon him. 

* Sif. Ah, my Tancred, 
!^^othing fo eafy as in fpeculation, 
And at a diflance feen, the courfe of honour, 
A fair delightful champain ftrew'd with flowers. 
But when the pradice comes ; when our fond paflions, 
Pleafure, and pride, and felf- indulgence, throw 
Their magic duft around, the profped roughens : 
Then dreadful pafles, craggy mountains rife, 
Clififg to be fcal d, and torrents to be flemm'd : 
Then toil enfues, and perfeverance ftcrn ; 
And endlefs combats with our groflTcr fenfe. 
Oft lofl, and oft renew'd ; and generous pain 
For others felt ; and, harder leflbn ftill ! 
Our honeft blifs for others facrific*d ; 
And all the rugged talk of virtue quells 
The ftoutefl heart of common refolution. 
Few get above this turbid fcenc of ftrifc. 
Few gain the fummit, breathe that pureft air. 
That heavenly ether, which untroubled fees 
The florm of vice and paflion rage below. 

* Tan, Mofttrue, my lord. But why thus augure ill ? 
You feem to doubt this prince. I know him not. 
Yet, Oh, methinks, my heart could anfwer for him ! 
The jundure is fo high, fo flrong the gale 
That blows from Heaven, as through the dcadeft foul 
Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue.* 

Sif, Hear him, immortal Ihades of his great fathers !— 
Forgive me, Sir, this trial of your heart* 
Thou! thou, art he! 

B a Tam,^ 
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TaM. Siffredi ! 

Si/* Tancrcd, thou ! 
• Thou art the man, of all the man^thoufands 
That toll upon the bofbm of this ifle 
'By heaven elected to command the reft, 
To rule, proted them, and to make them happy ! 

Tan. Manfred my father I I the laft fupport 
Of the fam*d Norman line, that awes the world ! 
I, .v^ho this morning wander'd forth an orphan, 
Outcaftof ail but thee, my fecond father ! 
Thus caird to glory ! to the firft great lot 
Of human kind !— »>Oh, wonder-working hand^ 
That, in majeilic filence, fways at will 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature ; 
Oh, gramme, heaven, the virtues to fuftain 
This awful burden of fo many heroes ! 
Let me not be exalted into (hame, 
Set up the worthlefs pageant of vain grandeur: 
Mean time I thank the juilice of the king, 
Who has my right bequeathM me. Thee, Siffredi^ 
1 thank thee — Oh, I ne'er enough can thimk thee I 
Yes, thou haft been— thou art— ftialt be my father i 
Thou (halt diredt my uncxperienc'd yeawj 
Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand. 

-5"^. It is enough for me— to fee my fovereiga 
Affert his virtues, and maintain his honour. 

Tan. I tfauik, my lord, you faid the king committed 
To you his will. I hope it is not cbgg'd 
With any bafe conditions, any claufb^ 
To tyrannize my heart, and to Conftantia 
Enilave my hand devoted to another. 
The hint you juft now gave of that alliance, 
You muft imagine, wakes my fear. But know. 
In this alone I will not bear difpute. 
Not even from thee, Siffrcdi ! — Let the council 
Be ftrait aflembled, and the will there open'd : 
Thence iflue fpcedy orders to convene, 
This day ere noon, the fenate: where thofe barons, 
Who now are in Palermo^ will attend. 
To pay theif ready homage to the king, 
^ Their rightful king, who claims his hative crown, 
"^ And will not be a king by deeds and parchoients.' 
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JSif. I go, my liege. But once again permit mc 

To tell you Now, now, is the trying crifis^ 

That mufl determine of your future reign. 
Oh, with heroic rigour watch your heart I 
And to the fovereign duties of the king, 
Th' unequal^d pleafures of a God on earth. 
Submit the commoa joys^ the common paffions^ 
Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

Tan. Of that no more. They not oppofe, but aid'y 
Invigorate, cherifli, and reward each other. 

* The kind all-ruling wifdom is no tyrant.* [Exit Sifii 
Tan* Now, generous Sigifmunda, c6mes my turn. 

T« (hew my love was not of thine unworthy,. 
When fortune bade me blulh to look to thee«» 
But what x% fortune to the wifli of love I 
A miferable bankrupt ! * Oh, 'tis poor, 

* 'Tis fcanty all,, whatever we can beftow ! 

* The wealth of kings is wretchednefs and wantl*^ 
Quick, let me find her I taile that highefl joy^ 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mix'd efFufioa- 
Of gratitude and love !— Behold,, fhe comes I 

Enttr SIgifmunda. 

Tan. My fluttering foul was all on. wing tofind^thee^ 
My love, my Sigifmunda! 

Sig. Oh, my Tancred ! 
Tell me, what means this myftcry and gloom 
That lowers around ? Juft now, involv'd in thought^ 
My father flaot athwart, me — You, my lord. 
Seem Urangely mov'd — I fear fome dark event,. 
From the king*s death, to. trouble our repofe,. 
That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont 

So happi ly eryoy 'd Explain this hurry, 

What means it ? Say. 

Tan, It means that we are happy ! 
Beyond our. moft. romantic wifhes happy ! 

Sigf, You but perplex me more. 

Tan* It means, my faireft. 
That thou art queen of Sicily ; and I 
Thehappieft of niankind ! * than monarch more l!*^ 
Becaufe with thee I can adorn my throne. 
Manfttd,. whafell by tyrant William's rage,.. 

B X Eam'ai 
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Fam'd Roger's Uiieal ifiue, was my father. [Paujlng. 

You droop, my love ; dejeded on a fttdden ; 

You fecm to mourn my fortune — The foft tear 

Springs in thy we— Oh, let mekifs it off- 
Why this, my SigifmttiKla ? 

Sig. Royal Tancrcd, . - 

None at your glorious fortune can like me 

Rejoice;— yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 

It makes unhappy* 

Tan. I (hould hate it then ! 

Should throw, with fcorn, the fplcndid ruin from me !*— ' 

No, Stgifmunda, Msmv hope with thee 

To (hare it, whence it draws its richbft ralue. 
S'tg. You are my fovcrcign — ^I at humble diftance— * 

' Tan- Thou art my queen ! tlie fovereign of my foul I 
You never reign'd with fuch triumphant luftre, 
Such winning charnls as ndw ; yet, thou art flill* 

The dear, the tender, generous Sigifmunda ! 
Who, with a heart exalted far above 
Thofe feliifh vifews that charm the common breaflr, 
Stoop'd froih the height of life and courted beauty. 
Then, then, to love me, when I feem'd of fortune 
The hopelefs outcaft, ^il^hen I had ho friend. 
None to proted and own me, but thy father. 
And wouldftthou claim all goodnefs to thyfelf ^ 
Canft thou thy Tancred deem fo dully form'd. 
Of fiich grofs clay, juft as I reach the point— 
A point my wildeft hopes cduld never image-— 
In that great moment, full of every virtue. 
That J fhould then fo mean a traitor prove. 
To the beft blifs and honour of mankind. 
So much difgrace the human heart, as then, 
For the dead form of flattery and pomp. 
The feithlefs joys of courts, to quit kmd truth^ 
The cordial fweets of friendfhip and of love. 
The life of life ! my all, my Sigifmunda J 
l.could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind. 
Cruel, unjuft, an outrage to my heart, 
Did they not fpring from love. 
* Sig, Think not, my lord, 

* That to fuch vulgar doubts I can deicend.' 

Your 
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Your lieart, I know, diOains the little thought , 
Of changing with the rain, external change 
Of circumftance and fortune. * Rather thence 
^ It would, with rifing ardour, greatly feel 

* A noble pride, to fliew itfelf the fame/ 
But, ah ! the hearts of kings are not their own. 

* There is a haughty duty that fubje(9ts them 

* To chains of ftate, to wed the public welfare, 

* And not indulge the tender, private virtues*' 
Some high-defcended princefs, who will bring 
New power and intereft to your throne, demands 
Your royal hand — perhaps Conftantia^—— 

Tan. She ! 
Oh, name her not ! Were I this moment free, 
And difengag'd as he who * never felr, 

* Tbsz powerflil eye of beauty,* never figh*d 
For matchlefs worth like thine, I ihould abhor 
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
Mofl bafely murder'd mine; * and (he, his daughter, 

* Supported by his barbarous party ftill, 

* His pride inherits, his imperious fpirit, 

* And infolent pretentions to my throne/ 
And canft thou deem me, then, fo poorly tame, 
So cool ^ traitor to my father's blood, 

As from the prudent cowardice of ftate 
E'er to fubmit to fuch a bafe propofal ? 
Detefted thought 1 Oh, doubly, doubly hateful ! 

* From the two ftrongeft paffions ; from averfioa 

* To this donftantia — and from love to thee. 

* Cuftom, *ti8 true, a venerable tyrant, 

* 0*er fervile man extends a blind dominion : 

* The pride of kings enilaves them ; their ambition,, 

* Or intereft, lords it o'er the better paffions. 

^ But vain their talk, maik'd under fpecious woids 

* Of ftation, duty, and of public good.' 

They whom juft Heaven has to a throne exalted^ 
To guard the rights and liberties of others, 
What duty binds them to betray their own ? 

* For me, my free-born heart fhall bear no dictates,. 
' But thofe of truth and honour; wear no chains, 

I £acthedcarchaiB9oflove,.andSigifmandal* 
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Or if, Indeed, my choice muil be directed 

By views of public good, whom (hall I chufe 

So fit to g^ace^ to dignify a- crown, 

And beam fweet mercy on a happy people. 

As thee, my love ^ Whom place upon my throne 

But thee, defcended from the good Sif&edi ? 

* 'Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from him 

* Whatever can make it worthy thy acceptance.* 
Sig, Ceafe, ceafc to raife my hopes above my duty» 

Charm me no more, my Tancred ! — Oh, that we 
In thofe bldl woods^ where firft you won my foul. 
Had pafs*d our gentle days ; far from the toil 
And pomp of courts ! Such is the wifh of love ;. 
^ Of love, that mth delightful weaknefs, knows 

* No blifs, and no ambition but itfelt 

* But in the world's full light, thofe charming drcam*^ 
' Thofe fond illufions vaniih» Awful duties ! 

* The tyranny of men, even yovjr own heart,. 

* Where lurks a fenfe your paflion ftifles now, 

* And proud imperious honour call you from me/ 
*Tis all in vain — You cannot kulh a voice 

That murmurs here— —I muft not ha pcrfuaded ! 

Tan. IKneeling.'] Hear me, thou foul of all my hope^ 
and wifhes ! 
And witnefs Heaven^ prime Iburce of love and joy ! 
Not a whole warring world combin'dagainfl me ;. 
^ Its pride^ its fplendor, its impoiing forms,. 

* Nor intereft, nor ambition, nor the face 

* Of folemn flate, not even.tKy father's wifdom,* 
Shall ever fhake my faith to Sigifmunda 1 

[Trumpets aa J acclamations beards 
But, hark !• the public voice to duties calls me, 
Whicli with unwearied zeal I will difcharge; 
And thoui.yes, thou, flialt be my bright reward—— 
Yet — ere I go— to hufh tKy lovely fears, [blank,. 

Thy delicate objedions [Writes his name J\ Take this. 

Sign'd with my name, and. give it to thy father : 
Tell him, 'tis my command, it be fiU'd up 
With a moft ftriiSt and folemn marriage-contradV. 
How dear each tie ! how charming to my foul L 
That more unites me to my Sigifmunda*. 

Eorr 
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for theCy and for my people's good to liVe, 
Is all the blifs which fovereign power &an give. 

[ExeunU 
End of the First Act.. 



ACT If. 

SCENE, a grand falooH^ 

Enter Siffredi. 

SiFFREDI. 

SO far 'tis well ^The late king's will proceeds 
Upon the plan I cotmferd ; that prince Tancred 
Shall make Conftantia partner of his throne. 
Oh, great, Oh, wifli'd event ! * whence the dire feeds 

* Of dark inteftine broib, of civil war, 

* And all its dreaxiful miferies and crimes, 

* Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 

* May thefe dim eyes, long blafted by the rage 

* Of cruel fad^ion amdmy country's woes^ 

* Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life, 

^ Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace !^ 
But how this mighty obftacle furmount. 
Which love has thrown betwixf ? * Love, that difturbs 
The fchemes of wifdom flill ; that, wing'd with pa£on| 
Blind and impetuous in its fond purfuits. 
Leaves the grey-headed reaibn far behind. 
Alas, how fl-ail the ftate of human blifs * 
When even^ur honeft pafHons oft deftroy it. 
I was to blame, in folitude and fhades, 
Infe6lious fcenes ! to truft their youthful hearts. 
Would I had mark'd the riling flame, that now 
Burns Out with dangerous force 1* — My daughter owni 
Her paflion for the king ; (he trembling own'd it, 
With prayers, and tears, and tender fupplications, 
Thatalmoft (hook my firmnefs~And this. blank, 
Which his rafh fondnefs gave her, fliews how much, 
To what a wild extravagance he loves—— 
I fee no naeans — it foils my deejpeft thought—* 
How to controul this madnefs or the king. 
That wears t^ &ce of virtue, and will the^e 

PifdaiA 
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Difdain rcflraint, * will, from his generous heart, 

* Borrow new rage, even fpeciouily oppofe 

* To reafon reafon' But it muft be done. 

* My own ad rice, of which I niore and more 

* Approve, die flrid conditions of the will, 

* Highly demand his marriage with Conftantia ; 

* Or elfe her party has a fair pretence » 

* And all, at once, is horror and confufion— — 

* How ifllie from this maze ?*— The crowding barons 
Herefummon'd to the palace, meet already, 

To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a few moments hangs the public fate, 

On a few liafty moments Ha ! there ftionc 

A gleam of hope — Yes, with this very paper 
I yet will favehim * Ncceflary means, 

* For good and noble ends, can ne'er be wrong. 

* In that refifllefs that peculiar cafe, 

* Deceit is truth gnd virtue— —But how hold 

* This lion in the toil ? Oh, I will form it 

* Of fuch a fatal thread, twifl k fo fbong 

* With all the ties of honour and of duty, 

* That hn moft defpcrate fury fhall not break 

* The honeft fnare/ Here is the royal hand--* 

I will beneath it write a perfe£l:, full. 

And abfolute agreement to the will ; 
Which read before the nobles of the realm 
AfTcmbled, in the facred face of Sicily, 
Conllantia prefent, every heart and eye 
Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding. 
He mud fubmit, his dream of love muft vanifh— 
It ihall be done— To me, I know, 'tis ruin ; 
But fafcty to the public, to the king. 
I will not reafon more, * I will not liften 

* Even to the voice of honour.'— No — 'tis fix'd ! 
I here devote me for my prince and country ; 
Let them be fafe, and let me nobly perifh ! 
Behold, earl Ofmond comes, without whofe aid 
My fchemes are all in vain. 

Enter Ofmond.. 
O/m. My lord Siffredi, 
I from the council haften'd to Conftantia, 
And have accemplilh'd what we there pwpos'A 

The 
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The princefs to the will fubmits her claims. 
She with her prefence means to grace the fenate, 
And of your roy al charge, young Tancred*s hand, 
Accept, * At firfl, indeed, it fhock'd her hopes 

* Of reigning fole, this new, furprizlng fcene 

* Of Manfred's fon, appointed by the king, 

* With her joint heir But I fo fully fliew*d 

* The juftice of the cafe, the public good, 

* And fure eftablifh'd peace which thence would rife^ 

* Join'd to the ftrong neceffity that urg*d her, 

* If on Sicilia's tKrone (he meant to lit, 

* As to the wife difpofal of the will 

* Her high ambition tam'd.' Methought, befides, 
I could cSfcern, that not from prudence merely 
She to this choice fubmittfed, 

8if. Noble Ofmond, 
You have in this done to the public great 
And fignal fervice. Yes, I mufl avow it ; 
This frank and ready inftance of your zeal, 
In fuch a trying crifis of the flate, 

* When intereft and ambition might have warp'd 

* Your views, I own, this truly generous virtue' 
Upbraids the raflmefs of my former judgment. 

Ofm. SiiFredi, no. To you belongs the praife ; 

* The glorious work is yours. Had I not feiz'd, 

* Improv'd the wifh'd occafion to root out 

* Divifion from the land, and fave my country, 
« I had been bafe, been infamous for ever.' 
*Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thoufands, 
That by the barbarous fword of civil war 

Had fallen inglorious, owe their lives ; * to you 

* The fons of this fair ifle, from her firft peers 

* Down to the fwain who tills her golden plains, 

* Owe their fafe homes, their foft domeftic hours, 

* And thro' late time pofterity (hall blefe you, 

* You who advis'd this will.' — I blufh to think 
I have fo long oppos'd the beft good man 

In Sicily * With what impartial care 

* Ought we to watch o'er prejudice and paflion, 

* Nor truft too much the jaundic'd eye of party ! 

* Henceforth its vain delulions I renounce, 

* Its hot detecminations, thai confine 

* AH 
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* ^11 merit and all virtue to itfelf.' 

To yours I join my hand ; with you will owa 
No intercfl and no party but my country. 
Nor is your friendrfiip only my ambition : 
There is a dearer name, the name of father. 
By which I ihould rejoice tocallSiffredi. 
"Your daughter's hand, would to the public weal 
Unite my private happinefs. 

Siff. My lord, 
You have my glad confent. , To be allied 
To your diftmguifh'd family and merit, 
I ihall efleem an honour. From my foul 
I here embmce earl Ofrpond as my friend 
And Ton. 

Ofm. You make him happy. * This aflent, 

* So frank and warm, to what I long have wifli'd^ 

* Engages all my- gratitude ; at once, 

* In thefirft bloflbm, it matures our friendfliip/ 
I from this moment vow myfelf the friend 
AikI zealous fervant of Siffredt's houfe. 

Enter an officer belonging to the court* 
Off* \To SiffreJi.Ji The king, my lord, demands your 

fpeedy prcfence. 
Stfl I will attend him ftrait— Farewel, my lord : 
The fenate meets : there, a few moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. 

O/ht. There, my noble lord. 
We will complete this falutary work ; 
Will there begin a new aufpicious sera. 

[Exeunt SiSredi and Oj^er. 
Siffredi gives his daughter to my wilhes— 
But does (he give herfclf ? Gay, young, and flatter'd, 
Perhaps engaged, will fhe her youthful heart 
Yield to my hariher, uncomplying years ? 
I am not form'd, by flattery and pr^fe. 
By iighs and tears, and all the whining trade 
Of love, to feed a fair-one's vanity ; 
To charm at once and fpoil her. Thcfe foft arts 
Nor fuit my years nor temper; thefe be left 
Toboys, anddoatingage. A prudent father, 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Kefigns his daughter to a bufband's power, 

3 Who 
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Who with fupcrior dignity, with reafon. 

And manly tendernefs, will ever love her ; 

Not firft a kneeling flave, and then a tyrant, 
^ Enter Barons, 
My lords, I greet you well. . This wondrous day 
Un ite^ us all in amity and friendlh ip. 
We meet to-day with open hearts and looks, 
Not gloom'd by party, fcouling on each other, 
But all the children of one happy ifle, 
The focial fons of liberty. No pride. 
No paffion now, no thwarting views divide us : 
Prince Manfred's line, at laft, to William's join'd. 
Combines us in one family of brothers. 
This to the late s;ood king's wcll-order'd will. 
And wife SIffredi's generous care we owe. 
I truly give you joy. Firft of you all, 
I here renounce thofe errors and divifions 
That havefo long diflurb'd our peace, and fecm*d. 

Fermenting dill, to threaten new commotions • 

By time inftru6led, let us not difdain 

To quit miftakes. We all, my lords, have ert'd. 

Men may, I find, be hohefl, tho' they differ. 

* I Bar. Who follows not, my lord, the fair example 
You fet us all, whate*er be his pretence. 

Loves not with fingle and unbias'd heait, 
His country as he ought. 

* 2 5^r. Oh, beauteous peace ! 

Sweet union of a flate 1 what elfe, but thou, 

Gives fafety, ftrength, and glory to a people P 

I bow, lord conflable, beneath the fnow 

Of many years ; yet in my breaft revives 

A youthful flame. Methmks, I fee again 

Thofe gentle days renewed, that blefs'd our iflc, 

Ere by this wafteful fury of divifian, 

Worfe than our ./Etna's moft deflruc^ive fires, 

It defolated funk. I fee our plains 

Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveft ; 

Our fcas with commerce throng'd ; our bufy port$ 

With chearful toil. Our Enna blooms afrefli j 

Afrefh the fweets of thymy Hybla flow. 

Our nymphs and Ihepherds, (porting in each vale^ 

Infpire new fong, and wake the paft^ral reed — 

C * Tks 
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* The tongue of age is fond— Come, come, my fons ; 
.* I long to fee this prince, of whom the world 

* Speaks largely well — His father was my friend, 

* The brave, unhappy Manfred — Come, my lords ; 

* We tarry here too long. 

* Enter two Officers^ keeping iff the crovjd. 

* One of the crowd. Shew us our king, 

* The valiant Manfred's fon, who lov'd the people— 

* We muft, we will behold him*— Give us way. 

* J Off, Pray, gentlemen, give back — it muft not be— 

* Give back, I pray — on fuch a glad occafion, 

* I would not ill entreat the loweft of you. 

* 2 Man of the Crtkvd, Nay, give us but a glimpfe of 

our young king. 

* We, more than any baron of them all> 

* Will pay him true allegiance. 

* 2 Off, Friends — indeed 

* You cannot pafs this way W e have ftrlcft orders, 

* To keep for him himfelf, and for the barons, 

* All thefe apartments clear Go to the gate 

* That fronts the fea, you there will find admiffion. 

* All, Lbng live king Tanc red! Manfred's fon— huzzal 

* [Crowd goes off* 
Enter ift Officer. 

1 Off. Jl^ lord^ the king is rob^d^ the fenate fts^ 

And waits your prefence. [ Exeunt Ofmond and BdronY, 

[Shouts within. 
Enter 2d Officer. 

2 Off. I have not fcen 

So wild a tumult ; the town is mad with tranfpori ; 

Shnv us our king^ they cry^ our Norman king^ 

The tvallant Manfred* s fon^ who lovd the people. 

In vain ItoWem^ that we had JiriH orders 

To keep for him him/elf and for the harom^ * 

All thefe apartments clear. Nought could 

Appeafe their form of zeal \ * till at 

The northern gate^ that fronts the fea^ 

I promised them admittance, 

I Off, I do not marvel at their ragft of joy : 
He is a brave and amiable prince. 
When in my lord Siffi-edi's houfe I liv'd, 
Ere by his favour I Qbtain'd this office, 

I there 
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r there remember well tke young count Tancred* 
To fee him and to love him were the fame ; 
He wa§ fo noble in his ways, yet ftill 

So ai^ble and mild ^Well, well, old Sicily, 

Yet happy days await thee ! 
2 Off. Grant it. Heaven I 

* We have feen fad and troublcfome times enough." 
He is, they fay, to wed the late king's fifler, 
Conftantia. - 

I Off, Friend, of that I greatly doubt* 
Or I miftake, or lord SlfFredi's daughter, 
The .gentle Sigifmunda, has his heart. 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 
And4fond affiduous care to pleafc each other, 
Moff certainly they love— —Oh, be they bled, 
Ai they deferve ! It were great pity auglit 
Should part a matchlefs pair ; the glory he, 
And Ihe the blooming grace of Sicily ! 

z Off. My lord Rodolpho comes. 

Enter Rodolpho from the fenaie* 

Rod. IV^y hone ft friends, 
Ypu may retire. [Offuers go out."} A ftorm is in the wind. 
This will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can ftoop to thefe conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. 
*' Thofe wife old men, thofe plodding, grave, (late pedants, 

* Forget the courfe of youth ; their crooked p^rudence, : 

* To bafenefs verging ftill, forgets to take 

* Into their fine-fpun fchcmes the generous heart, 

* That thro' the cobweb fyftem burfting, lays 

* Their labours wafte-^So will this bufinefs prove, 

* Or I miftake the king — back from the pomp 

* He feem*ti at firft to (brink, and round his brow 

* 1 mark'd a gathering cloud, when, by his fide, 

* As if defign'd to ftiare the public homage, 

* He faw the tyrant's daughter. Bat confefs'd, 

* At leaft tame, the doubling tcmpeft frown'd, 

' ,And (hook his fwelling bofom,' when he heard 
Th' unjuft, the bafe conditions of the will. 
Uncertain, toft in cruel agitation, 
He oft, methoui^ht, addrefs'd himfelf to fpeak, 
And interrupt Sif&edi ; who appear'd, 

C 2 With 
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With confcious hafte, to dread that intefruptiOn, 

And hurry 'd on But hark ! 1 hear a noife, 

As if th' affcmbly rofe — * Ha ! Siglfmunda, 

^ Opprefs'd with grief, and wrapp'd in pcnfive forrowr, 

* Pafles along. 

* [Siglfmunda an J attendants pa/s tbro^ the hck fviHt^ 
Enter Laura# 
TLaiu Your high-prais'd friend, the king. 
Is falfe, moll vilely falfe. The meaneft flave 
Had fhewn a nobler heart ; ' nor grofsly thus, 

• By the firft bait ambition fpread, been guU'd.* 
He Manfred's fon ! away ! it cannot bet 

The fon of that brave prince could ne'er * betray 

* Thofe rights fo long ufurp'd from his great father^ 

• Which he, this day, by fuch amazing fortune, 

* Had juil regainM : he ne'er could' facrificc 
All faith, all honour, gratitude and love, n 

• Even juft refentment of his father*8 fate, 

* And pride itfelf; whate'er exalts a man 

• Above the groveling fons of peafant mud,* 
All in a moment — And for what ? why, truly. 
For kind perroiffion, gracioin leave, to fit 

On his own throne, with tyrant William's daughter ! 

Rod^ 1 fland amaz'd — ^Vou furely wrong him ^ Latin*. 
There muft be fome mi flake. 

Laur. There can be none ! 
SifFredi read his full and free coiifent 
Before th' applauding fenate. True indeed, 
A fmall remain of (hame, a timorous weakneTi, 
Even dafhirdly in falihood, made him blufli 
To adl' this fcene in Sigifmunda's eye, 
Who funk beneath his perfidy and bafenefs. 
Hence, till to-morrow he adjoum'd the fenatel 
To-morrow, ^'d with infamy to crown him ! 
Then, leading off his gay, triumphant princefs, 
He left the poor, unhappy Siglfmunda, 
To bend her trembling fteps to that fad home 
His faithlefe vows will render hateful to her— — ^ 
He comes— Farewel— I cannot bear his prcfencc ! 

[£;r/VLauni> 
Enter Tancred <»»^Siffredi, meeting, 

Taiin Avoid me, hoary traitor l—Go, RocSKlpho, 

Give 
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Give orders that all paflkges tbia way 

Be (hut — Defend roe from a hateful world, 

The bane of peace and honour— then return — [Ex, Rod, 

What ! dofl tjiou haunt me flill t Ob, monftrous infult I 

Unparallel'd indignity ! Juft Heaven ! 

Was ever king, was ever noan fo treated ;. 

So trampled into bafeneis ? 

Stf. Here, my liege, 
Here ftrike ! I nor deferve, nor aik for mercy. [hold 

* Tan. Diflraaion !— Oh, my foul!— Hold,: reafon;, 

* Thy giddy feat— Oh > this inhuman outrage 

* Unhinges thought I 

* Sif. Extermmate thy fervant/ 

Tan. All, all but this I could have borne— but this ! 
This daring infolcnce beyond example ! 
This murderous ftroke^ that ftabs my peace for ever ! 
That wound* me there— there ! where the human heart* 
Moil exquifitely feels-— 

Sif. Oh, bear it not. 
My royal lord ; appcafe on me your vengeance ! 

Tan, Did ever tyrant image aught fo cruel ! 
The lowefl flave that crawls upon the earth, 
Robb'd of ^each comfort Heaven beflows on mortals, 
On the bare ground has ftill his virtue left, 
The facred treafure of an honefl heart, 
Which thou bail dar'd, with ra(h, audacious hand. 
And impious fraud, in me to violate 

Sif, Behold,, my lord, that vafii, audacious hand. 
Which not repents its crime —Oh> glorious, happy ! 
If by my ruin I can fave your honour. 

Tan. Such honour I renounce f with Ibvereign fcornt 
Greatly deteft it, and its mean advifcr ! 
Haft thou not dar'd beneath my name to (belter 

* My name, for other purpofes defign*d^ 

* Given from the fondnefs of a faithful heart, 

* With the beft love o'erflowing !— Haft thou not,' 
Beneath thy fovereign's name, bafely prefum'd 
To ihield a lie— a he, in public utter'd, 

To all deluded Sicily ? But know,. 
This poor contrivance is as weak as bafe*^ 

* In fuch a wretched toil none can be held: 

* But fools and cowards Soon thy flirafy arts, 

C 3 * Touch'd: 
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* Touch'd by my jaft, my burning indignation, ^ 

* Shall burft like threads in flame— Thy domng prudence 

* But more fecurcs the purpofe it would fhake. 

* Had my reiblves been wavering and doubtful, 

* This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate j 

* This adds the only motive that was wanting 

* To urge them on thro* war and defolation/ ^ 
What ! marry her ! Conftantia! her! the daughter. 
Of the feU' tyrant who icikf6y*d mv father I 

The very thought is m^nefs ! Ere thou feeftr 

The torch of Hymen light thefe hated nuptials^ ' 

Thou Ihalt behold Sicilia wrapt in ilanies, * 

Her cities raz'd, her vallies dreach'd with flaughte r ■ ' - 

Love let afide, my pride aflumes the quarrel ;• ' 

My honour now is up ; in fpite of thee, 

A world combin'd againft me, I will give 

This fcatter'd will in fragments to the windis,. 

Aflert my rights, the freedom tjf my heart, 

Crufti all who dare oppofe me to the dufl^ 

And heap perdition on thee ! 1 

Stf, Sir, 'tis juft, 
Exhauft on me your rage ;. I claim it alK 
But for thefe public threats thy paffion utters^ 
'Tis what thou canfl not do. 

Tart,, I cannot ! hal 

* Drivento the dreadful brink of fueh difhonouf^, 

* Enough to make the tamell coward brave, 

* And into iicrccnefs ro»fe the mildeft nature,* 
What (hall arrell my vengeance ? Who I 

Sif. Thyfelf. 

Tan, Away ! Dare ftot to juftify thy crime l^ 
That, that alone can aggravate its horror, 
Add infolcnce to infolence — perhaps 
May make my rage forget' 

^if. Oh, let it burft 
On this grey head, devoted to thy fervice J* 
But when the llorm has vented alHts fury. 
Thou then muft hear — nay more, I know thouii^t--^ 
Wilt hear the calm, yet ftronger voice of reafbn« 

* Thou muft reflect that a whole people's fafety, 

* The weal of trufted millions, (hould bear down, 

* Thyfelf the judge, the fondcft partial pleafure.* 

Tkou 
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Thou mull rcfle<^ thftt then; afe other dullef, . 

* A nobler jM-ide, a more exalted honour, 

* Superior plei^furcs far, that will obligees 
Compel thee, to abide by this my deedf , 

* Unwarranted perhaps in .common juflicc^. 
*^ But which nece£ity, ev'n virtue's tyrant, 

* With awful voice commanded*— Yes, thou nluft^\ 
In calmer hours, divefl theeof thy love, 

Thefe common paiBons of the vulgar bcttiftj , 
This boiling heat of youth, and -bea king, 
Tlie lover of thy people l^ 

Tan. * Truths, ill cmploy'd, , 

* Abus'd to colour guilt l—^A. king! a^gP* 
Tes, I will be a king, but not a ilave ; 

In this will be a king ; in this my people 

Shan lemrtt to juc^e how I will guard their rigbtf p^ 

When they behold me vindicate my own. . 

But have I, fay, been treated like a king ? ■ ■■> 

Heavens ! could I dx>op to fuch outrageous ufafe^^ 

I were anneau, a (hamelefs wretch, unwotlbys 

To wield a fceptre in a land of ilave&, 

A foil abhorr'd of virtue ; ftiduld belle • 

My father's blood, belie thofe very maxims, ' 

At other- times, you taught my youth S iffredi! 

[/« afoft€i^d iene^ of ^0ici^ 
Stffl Behold, my prince, thy poor old fervant, 
Whofe darling car.e, thefe twenty yean, has been i 
To nurfe thee up to virtue ; * who, for thee» , 
*- Thy glory, and thy weal, renounces all, 

* All intereft or ambition can pour forth ; 

* What many a felfifh father would purfue 

* Thro'. treachery andcrime? ;' behold him here>,. 
Benton his feeble knees, to b^, conjure the^ 
With tears to beg thee to controul thy paifion, 
And fave thyfelf, thy honour, and thy people ! ' 
Kneeling with me, behold the m^ny thoufanda 
To thy pK)te£tl<Mi trufted ; fathers, mothers. 
The f acred front of venerable age. 

The tender Arirgiq, and the helplefs infant; 
^ The minifters of Heaven, thofe who maiataisy 

* Around thy throne, themajefty of j-ule; 

^ And thofe;. whi^e labour, fcorch'd by wiads and fan, 
' 2 « Feeds 
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* Feeds the rejoicing public ;* fee them all, 
Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to favc them 
From mifery and war, from crimes and rapine ! 

* Can there be aught, kind Heaven, in felf-indulgence ' 

* To weigh downthefe, this aggregate of love, 

* With which compared, the deareft private paffion 

* Is but the wafted duft upon the balance ?' 

Turn not away Oh, is there not fome part 

In thy great heart, fo fenfible to kindnefs 

And generous warmth, fome nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of thefe, the mingled voice 
Of Heaven and earth ? 

Ta»» There is, and thou haft touch'd it. 

Rife, rife, Siffredi Oh, thou haft undone me ! 

Unkind old man !— .Oh, ill -entreated Tancred 1 
Which way foe'er I turn, difhonour rears 
Her hideous front — and mifery and ruin, 

* Was ir for this you took fuch care to form me t 

* For this imbuM me with the quickeft fenfe 

* Of Ihame; thefe finer feelings, that ne'er vex 
*■ The common mafs of mortals, dully happy 

* In blefs'd infenfibilit V ? Oh, rather 

* You fhould have (ear d my heart, taught me that power 

* And fplendid intereft lord it ftill o'er virtue ; 

* That, gilded by profperity and pride, 

* There is no fhame, no meannefs ; temper*d thus^ 

* I had been fit to rule a venal world. 

* Alas ! what meant thy wantonnefs of prudence r* 
Why have you rai&'d this miferable conflidt 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 

Set virtue againft virtue > •* Ah, Siffredi ! 

* *Tis thy fuperfiuous, thy unfeeling wifdom^ 

* That has involved me in a maze or error 

* Almoft beyond retr<^t'— — -But hold, my foul, 

Thy fteadypurpofe Toft by various paffions. 

To this eternal anchor keep— There is. 

Can be no public without private virtue 
Then, mark me well, obferve what I command ; 

* It is thefole expedient now remaining — ^* 
To-morrow, when the fenate meets agam. 
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ; 

* Nor that alone j try to repair its mifchief j 

* Th^re 
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* There all thy powi?r, thy doquencc and intcreft ' 

* Exert to reinftate me in my rights, 

* And from thy own dark fnares to difembroil me.*— • * 
Start not, my lord— This muft and (hall be done ! 

Or here our mendfhip ends— Howe'er difguisM^ 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor. 

Sif. I ihould indeed deferve the name of traitor^ 
And even a traitor's fate, had I fo (lightly. 
From principles fo weak, done what I did. 
As e'er to difavow it ' ■ ■ 

Tan. Ha! 

Sif. My liege, ^ ' 

Expert not this— -Tho* pra^Hs'd long in courts,, 
1 have not fo far learn'd their fuhtle trade, * 

To veer obedient with each guH of paifion* ' 

I honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 
But honour more my duty. Nought oti earth 
Shall ever (hake me from that folid rock, 

Norfmile0, nor frowns. 

. Tatt, You will not then i 

Sjff^ I cannot. 

^an. Away! begone!— ->Oh, my Rodolpho, coine^' 
And fav« me from this traitor !— Hence, I fay. 

* Avoid my prefence flrait ! and know, old man, 

* Thou, my worft foe beneath the ma& of friendihip^ 

* Who, not content to trample in the daft 

* My deareft rights, doft with cool infolencc 

* Periift, and call it duty ; hadd thou not ^ ^ 

* A daughter that prote(5b thee, thou (houMft feel 

* The vengeance thou defcrvcft/— — No reply ! 
Away! \lS,x. SiC. 

Enter Rodolpho. 

Rod. What can incenfe my prince fo highly 
Againft his friend SifFredi ! 

Tan, Friend ! Rodolpho ? 
When I have told thee what this friend has done, 
How play'd me like a boy, a bafe-borrt wretch, 
Who had nor heart nor fpirit, ihou wilt (land 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my flupid patience. 

^ Rodn I heard, withmixMailoni(hmen&a«di;rtefi^. 
« The kin|;'s unjuft, difhonourable willj 
« Void in itfclf — I fiw yott ftving with n^^. 

^And 
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' And writhing in thefnare ; juft as I went, 

* At your command, to wait you here — but that 
< Wiift the king's deed," not his. 

* Tan, Oh, he advis'd it ! 

* Thefe many years he has in fccret hatched 

* This black contrivance, glories in the fcherae, 

* And j^udly plumes him with his traiterous virtue* 

* But that was pought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothtng T 

* Oh, that was gentle, blamelefs to what followed I 

* I had, my friend, to Sigifmunda given, 

* To hufli her fears, in the fulf gufti of fondnefs, . 

* A blank, fignM with my hand— and he. Oh, Heaveas IT 

* Was eyer fuch i wild att^ftipt !^— he wrote 

* Beneath my name an abfolute compliance 

* To this detefcd will ; nay, dar'd ta read it 

* Before myfelf, on my infultcd throne 

* His idle p^eant plac'd Oh, words are weak 

* To paint the jpangs, the rage, the indignation, 

* That whirlM from thought to thought my foul in tera- 

* Now on the point to burft, and now by (hame [pcft^ 

* Reprefs'd But in the face of Sicily, 

* Ail mad with acclamation, what, Rodolpho, 

* What could I do ? The fole relief that rofe 

* To my diftra£ted mind, was to adjourn 

* Th* aflembly till to-morrow— But to-morrow 

* What can be done ?— Oh, it avails not what i 

* I care not what is done — My only care 

* Is how to clear my faith to Sigifmunda. 

* She thinks me falfe! She ca ft a look that killed n>e t 

* ^ Oh ! I am bafe in Sigifmunda's eye 1 

f The loweft of mankind, the moft perfidious ! 

* Rod. This was a ftrain of infolence indeed^ 

* A daring outrage of fo ftrange a nature 

* As ft uns me quite—— 

* Tan. Curs'd be my timid prudence, 

^ That da(h'd not back, that moment in his face, 

* The bold prefumptuous lie ! — and curs*d this hand^ 

* That from a ftart of poor diflimulation^ 
^ Led off my Sigifmunda's hated rival,. 

* Ah, then ! what, poifon'd by the falfe appeamnce,, - 
"^ What, Sigifmunda, were thy thoughts o/ me I 

^ How, in the fiknt bitternefs of foul, 

- « How 
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How dldft thou fcorn me ! hate mankind, thyfelf, 
' For trulHag to the vows of faithlefs Tancred ? 
For fuch I leemM— -I was— the thought dlflracls me ? 
I fiiould have caft a flattering world afide, 
Rufh'd from my throne, befSre them all avow*d her, 
The choice, the glory of my free-born heart 
And fpurn'd the fliameful fetters thrown iipen it— 
Inilcad of that-— confulion !— what I did 
Has clinch'd the chain, confinn'd Siffredi's crime* 
And fix'd me down to infamy ! 

* Rod. My lord, 

Blame not the conduct which your fituation 

Tore from yourtortur'd heart— What could you do ? 

Had you, focircumflanc'd, in open fenate. 

Before th'aftonifliM public, with no friends 

Prepared, no party form 'd, affronted thus. 

The haughty pri nee fs and her powerful faction. 

Supported by this will, the fudden flroke, 

Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 

Upon yourfelf, even your own friends revolted. 

And turn'd at once the public fcale againft you. 

Befides, confider, had you then detedled 

In its frefh guilt this adion of SifFredi, 

You mufl with fignal vengeance have chaftis'd 

The treafonable deed— Nothing fo mean 

As weak infulted power that dares not punifli# 

And how would that have fuited with your love j 

His daughter prefent too ? Truft me, your conduct, 

Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, 

Was fortunate and wife-"-Not that I mean 

E^er to advife fubmiffion 

* Tan. Heavens ! fubmiffion ! 

Could I defcend to bear it, even in thought^ 
"Dti^i^c me, you, the world, and Sigifmunda ! 
Submiifion !— No !— To-morrow's glorious light 
Shall flafh difcovery on the fcene of bafenefs. 
Whatever be the rifque, by Heavens, to-morrow, 
I will o'erturn the dirty lie-built fchemes 
Of thefeold men, and fliew rty faithful fenajte, 
That Manfred's fon knows to afTert and wear, 
With undiminifh'd dignity, that crown 
This unexpeded day has plac'd upon him.* 

But 
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But this, my friend, * thcfe flormy gufts of pride 

* Are foreign to my love ■Till Sigifmunda 

* Be difabus'd, my bread is tumult all, 

* And can obey no fettled courfe of reafon. 

* I fee her ftlll, I feel her powerful ima^e, 

* That look, where with reproach complamt was mix*d^ 

* Big with foft woe, and gentle indignation, 

* Which feem*d at once to pity and to fcom me 

* Oh, let me find her ! I too long have left ' 

* My Sigifmunda to convcrfe with tears, 

* A prey to thoughts that pidtufc me a villain. 

* But ah ! how, clogg'd with this accurfed {late, 

* A tedious world, ffiall I now find accefs f 

* Her father too— Ten thoufand horrors crowd 

* Into the wild, fantaflic eye of love 

* Who knows what he may do ? Come then, my friend^ 

* And }jy thy filler's hand. Oh, let me fteal 

* A letter to her bofom— I no longer 

* Can bear her abfence, by the jult contempt 

* She now mufl brand me with, infiam'd to madnefs. 

* Fly, my Rodolpho, fly ! engage thy filler 

* To aid my letter.' Tibis blacky jinheard-of outrage^ 
J cannot now impart * Till Sigifmunda 

Be difahu^dy my hrea/i is tumult all. 

Come^ then^ my friend^ and hy the hand of Laura j 

Ohy let mefieal a Utter to her bofom^ 

And this * very' evening 

Secvrc an interview — I would not bear 

This rack another day, not for my kingdom. 

* Till then, deep plung'd in folitude and (hades, 

* I will not fee the hated face of man/ 

Thought drives on thought, on paflions pafiions roll; 
Her fmiles alone can calm my raging foul. 

[Exeunt. 



End of the Second Act. 
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ACT III, 

SCENE, a chamber. 

SiglfiiHinda abfUy feting in a difofnfoJate pcfiure. 

AH, tyrant.prince ! ah, more than faithlefs Tancrcd ! 
Ungenerous and inhuman in thy falftiood ! 
Hadft thou, this morning, when my hopclefs heart, 
Submiflive to my fortune and my duty, 
'Had fo much fpirit left, a§ to be wiUing 
To give thee back thy vows, ah ! hadft thou then 
ConfefsM the fad neceflity thy flate 
Imposed upon thee, and with gentle friendfliip. 
Since we muft part at laft, our parting foften'd ; 
I ibould indeed— I fhould have been unhappy, 
But not to this extreme—* Amidfl my grief, 

* 1 had, with penfive pleafure, cherilhMflill 

* The fweet rem*&mbranceof thy former love, 

* Thy image ftill had dwelt upc\i my foul, 

* And made our guiltlefs woes not undelightfiil. 

* But cooll)^ thus— How couldft.thou be To cruel ?— 

* Thus to revive my hopes, to (both my love 

* And call forth all its tendernefs, then fink me 

* In black dcfpair— What unrelenting pride 

* Poffefs'd thy breaft, that thou couldft bear unmov*d 

* To fee me bent beneath a weight of fliame ? 

* Pangs thou canft never feel ! How couldft thou drag me, 

* In barbarous triumph at a rival's ear ? 

* How ! make me witnefs to a light of horror ? 

* That hand, which, but a few iliort hours ago, 

* So wantenly abus*d my iimple faith, 

* Before th' attefting world given to another, 

* Irrevocably given !— There was a time, 

* When the leaft cloud that hung upon my brwv, 

* Perhaps imagined only, touchM thy pity. 

* Then, brighten'd often by the ready tear, 

* Thy looks were foftncfs all ; then the quick heart, 

* la every nerve alive, forgot itfelf, 

* And for each other then we felt alone. 

* But now, alas ! thofe tender days are fled ; 

* Now thou canft fee me wretched, pierc'd with anguifh, 
' With ftudicd anguilh of thy own creating, 

D * Nor 
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* Nor wet thy harden *d eye— Hdd, let me think—* 

* I wrong thee furc-; thou canft not be fo bafe^, 

* As meanly in my mifery to triumph—— 

* What is it'then ?— 'Tis ficklenefs of nature, 

* 'Tis lickly love extinguidi'd by ambition * 
Is there, kmd heaven, no conibmcy in man ? 
No Hedfaft truth, no generous fix'd aftedion, 
That can bear up againft a felfifli world ? 

No> there is none — Even Tancred is inconftant ! 

Hence ! let nie fly this fccne f— Whatever I fee, 
Thefe roofs, thefe walls, each objed that furrounds mc^ 
Are tainted with his vows— But whither fly ? 
The groves are worfe, the foft retreat of Belmont, 
Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy fummits, 
.Will wound my bufv memory to torture, 
And all its fliades will whifpcr — faithlefs Tancred !— 
My fother comes— -How, funk in this difondcr, 
Shall I fuftain his piefence ? 

Jf«/^rSiffi-edi. 
Slf, Sigifmunda, 
My dearefl child ! I grieve to find thee thus 
A prey to tears. * I know the powerful caufe 

* From which they flow, and therefore can excuie them^ 

* But not their wilful obflinate continuance. 

* Come, roufe thee then, call up thy drooping fpirit,* 
^ Awake to reafon from this dream of love. 

And (hew the world thou art Siftredi's daughter. 

Sig. Alas ! I am unworthy of that name. 

S^, Thou art indeed to blame ; thou haft too raihly 
Engag*d thy heart, without a father's fandion. 
But this I can forgive, * The king has virtues, 

* That plead ihy full excufe ; nor was I void 

* Of blame, to truft thee to thofe dangerous virtues, 

* Then dread not my reproaches. Tho' he blames, 

* Thy tender father pities more than blames thee. 

* Thou art my daughter ftill ;' and, if thy heart 
Will now refume its pride, aflert itlelf, 
And greatly rife fuperior to this trial, 
I to my wanneft confidence again 
Will take thee, and efteera thee more my daughter; 

Sig, Oh, you are gentler far than I deferve ! 
It !£', it ever was, my darling pride, 

To 
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To bend my foul to your fupreme commands,, 
^ Your wifeft will ; and tho* by love betray'd — 
Alas ! and punifh'd too — I have tranfj^refb'd 
The nicetl bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A fenciment of tendernefs, a fource 
Of filial nature fpringing m my brcaft, 
That fhould it kill me, fliall controul this paffion^ 
And make me all fubmiilion and obedience • 
To you my honoured lord, the beft of fathers, 

Sif. Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age ! , 
Thou only joy and hope of thefe grey hairs I 
Come, let me tak« thee to a parent's heart i 
There, with the kindly aid of my advice. 
Even with the dew of thefe paternal tears, 
Revive and nourifli this becoming fpirit— — 
Then thou doll promife me# my Sigifmunda— 
Thy father ftoops to make it his requeft— 
Thou wilt refign thy fond prefumptuous hopes. 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love regards the king ? 

Sig, Hopes I have none ! — Thofe by this fa^al day 
Are blaAed all — But from my foul to banilh 
While weeping memoty there retains her feat, 
Thoughts which the purefl: bofom might have cheriih'd. 
Once my delight, now even in anguiSi charming. 
Is more, alas ! my lord, than I can promife. 

Sif, Abfence and time, the foftener of our paflions. 
Will conquef this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great effort ; that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmofl force, nor languifh thus 
Beneath the vain extravagance pf love. 
-Let not thy father blu{h to hear it faid. 
His daughter was fo weak, e'er to admit 
A thought fo void of reafon, that a king 
Should to his rank, his honour and his glory. 
The high important duties of a throne. 
Even to his throne itfelf, madly prefer 
A wild romantic paffion, the fond child 
Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours ; 
That he (hould quit his heaven-appointed Nation, 
Defert his awful charge, the care of all 
' The toiling millions which this iile comains ; 

D 2 • Nay 
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* Nayroore^ fhould plunge them into war and ruin 

* And all to'foothca fick imagination, 

* Amiferable wcaknefs' — M'/^a^ muft for th6c, 
To make thee bleft, Siciliabc unhappy ? 

* The king himfelf, loft" to the nobler I'enfe- 

* Of manly praife, becoitiu the piteous hero 

* Of (brae foft tale, and rufti on furc dell ruction ? 

* Canfl thou, my daughter, let the monftrous thoughl? 

* Poflefs one moment thy perverted fancy ?' 
Roufethee, for (hame ! and if a fparic ot virtue' 
Lies flumbering in thy fowl, bid it blaze forth ; 
Nor fink unequal to the glorious leflbn. 

This day thy lover gave thee from his throne* 

Sig, Ah, that was not from virtue! — Had, m^^ father, 
That been his aim, I yield to what you fay ; 

* "Tis powerful truth, unanfwerable reafon. 

* Then, then, with fad but duteous refigDationy 

* I had fubmitted as became your daughter ; 

* But in that moment, when my humbled' h(^>e»^^ 
^ Were to my duty reconci I'd, toraifethem 

* To yet a, fonder height than e*er they knew, 

« Then rudely daft tl^m down— There is thefting ! 

* The blading view is ever prefent to me— «— ' 
Why did you drag me to a fight fo cruel ? 

Sif. It was a fccne to fire thy emulation. 

Sig, It wa9 a fcene of perfidy! — But know, 
I will do more than imitate the king— 
For he is falfcf ! — I, -though fincerely picrc'd? 
With the bcft, trueft palfion, ever'touchM, 
A virgin's breaft, here vow to heaven and-yeu,- 
Though from my heart I cannot,, from my hope* 
To caS this prince— What would you more, my fatheir ^ 

Sif, Yes, one thing more— thy father thctii* happy —4 

* Though by the voice of innocence and virtue 

* Abfolv'd, we live not to ourfeives alone : 

* A rigorous world*, with peremptory fway, 

* Subje£ks us all, and even the nobleft mod.' 
This world from thee, my honour and thy own. 
Demands one ftcp ; a ftep, by which, convinc'd^ - 
The king may fee thy heart dlfdains-to wear 

A chain which his has greatly thrown afide, 

* Tis iitting tefa, thy fex's pride commands thee, 

* To 
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* To Ihcw th* approving world thou can'ft refign, 

* As well aa he, nor with inferior fpiritt 

* A paffion fatal to the public weal/ 

But above all, thou muft root out for ever 
From theking^s breaft the leail remain of hope. 
And henceforth make his mentioned love difhonour. 
Thefe things, my daughter, that muft needs be done. 
Can but this way be done- -by the fafe refuge. 
The facred fhelter of a hafband's arms. 
And there is one-— 

Sig. Good heavens ! what means my lord ? 

Sif. One of illuflrious family, high rank, 
Yet dill of higher dignity and merit, 
Who can and will projedl thee ; one to awe 
The king himfelf— Nay, hear me, Sigifmunda— 
The noble Ofmond courts thee for his bride. 
And has my plighted word —This day— 

Sig, [KneeUng.'\ My father ! 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees ! 
Oh, if you ever wifh to fee me happy ; 
If e*er m infant years I gave you joy, 
When, as I prattling tWm'd around your neck. 
You fnatch'd me to your bofom, kifs*d my tycAf 
And melting faid you faw my mother there ; 
Oh; fave me from that worft feverity 
Of fate ! Oh, .outrage not my breaking heart 
To that degree !--I cannot !— 'tis impoflible!— • 
So foon withdraw it, give it to another— 

* Hear me, my dearefl father ; hear the voice 
' Of nature and humanity, that plead 

* As well as juilicc for me ! — Not to chufe 

* Without your wife d^reAion may be duty ; 

* But ftill my choice is free — That is a right, 

* Which even the lowefl Have can never lofe. 

* And would you thus degrade me ? raakemebafe? 

* For fuch it were to give my worthlefs perfon 

* Without my heart, an injury to Ofmond, 

* The highefl: can be done'— Let me, my lord— 
Or I (hall die, ihall, by the fudden change, ^ 
Be to diflra6tion fliock'd — Let me wear out 

My haplefs days in folitude and filence. 
Far from the malice of a prying world; 

D 3 At 
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At lcaft-*you cannot fure rcfufe me this— — 
Give me a little time — I will do ail, 
Alllcandoy to pleafe you t— * Oh, yoiii*^* 

• Sheds a kind beam — ^* 

Sif, Mydaughtei'! you abufe^ 
The foffnefs of my natare— 

&^- Here, my fether. 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever f 

Sif, Rife, Sigifmunda. — Though you touch my heare^ 
Nothing can {hake th* inexorable didlates 
OF honour, dury, and detertnin'd reaCon^ 
Then by the holy ties of filial love, 
Refolve, I charge thee, to receive earl Ofmond^, 
As fuits the man who is thy father's choice, 
And worthy of thy hand — I go to bring him— ^ 

Sig, Spare me, my deareft father ! 

6//. l^Jiiie.] I muft rufh 
From her foft grafp, or nature will betray me ! 

• (Wi,. grant us,^ heaven! that fortitude of mind^ 

• Which liflens to our duty, not our paflions — 
Quit mcy my child J 

Sig. You cannot, Oh, my father! 
You cannot leave me thus ! 

Sif, Come hither, Laura, 
Xome to thy friend. Now fhew thyfelf a frieftd. 
Combat her weaknefs ; difRpate her tears; 
Cheriih, and reconcile her ta her d&ty. [Exit SifJL 

Enter Laura, 

SIg, Oh, woe on woe I dlftrefa'd by love andduijr I 
Oh, every way unhappy Sigifmunda ! 

Lau. Forgive me, Madam*, if I blariie yetir grief*. 
How can you waftc your tears on one fo faHfe^ ? 
Unworthy of'ydur tendemefs } to whont 
Nought but contempt is due and indignation ? 

6'ig. You know not ht\lf the horrors of my fate ? 
I might perhaps have learn'd to fcorn hfs falftiobd' j. 
Nay, when the firft fad burft of tears was pafl, 
I miffht have-«^'d my pride and fcotn'd himfelf— - 
But ^is too much, "^ this greatefl lad misfortune— 
Oh, whither fhall I fly ? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire fcene my father now prepares f 

Lau. What thus alarms you,, Madam.f 
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Sr/. Can it be? 
Can I — - air, n& ! -*— at dlKi^ gWe t6 anddier 
My Yiolated heart ? in ene WiM moment ? 
He brings cafl Ofmond to receive my vows. 
Oh; dreadful diange ! for Tancred, haughty Ofmond^ 

Lau. Now, .on my foul, 'tis what an ootmg'd heart 
Like yours, (hould wifli ! — I fhould, by heavens^ 

efteem it 
Moft exquifite revenge ! 

Sig. Revenge ! on whom ? 
On rriy own heart, already but too wretched ! 

Lau. On him ! this Tancred ! who has bafely fold. 
For the dull form of dcfpicaWe grandeur. 
His faith, his love !— -At once a flave and tyrant ! 

Sig. Oh, rail at me, at my believing folly. 
My vain ill-founded hopes, but fpare him, Laura% 

£mu» Who rais'd theie hopes ? who triumphs o'er that 
weaknefs ? 
Pardon the word— You greatly merit him ; 
Better than him, with au his giddy pomp ; 
You rais'd him by your fmiles when he was nothing. 
Where is your woman's pride, that guardian fpirit 
Giveti us to da(h the perfidy^of man ? 
Te powers ! I cannot bear the thought with patfence*«i*, 

* Yet recent from the moft unfparing vows 

* The tongue of love e'er lavi(h d ; from year hdpet 

* So vainly, idly, cruelly deluded ;' 
Before the public thus, before ydur Either, 
By an irrevocable folema dceAj 

With fuch inhuman fcotn, tothroW^you from him ; 
To give his faithlefs hand yet warm n-oin thine, 
With complicated meannefs, to Conftantia. 
And, to complete his crime, when thy Weak limb^ 
Could fcarce fupport thee, then^ of thee legardleiBy 
' To lead her ofF. 

Sig, That was indeed a fight 
To poiibn love ; tb turn it into rag6 
And keen contempt.-«-What means this (tupid weakneff 
That hangs upon me ? Hence, unworthy tears ! 
Difgrace my cheek no more ! No more, my hearty 
For one fo coolly falfe or meanly fickle ■ ■ ■ — 
^ Oh, it imports not which'—^dafc to fvggeft 

4 The 
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The leaft excufe!— Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confuiioB ! 

• I will not pine away my days for thee, 

^ Sighing to brooks and groves ; while, with Tain pity^ 
^ You in a riirars arms lament my fat e 

• No, let me periih ! ere I tamely be 

' That foft, that patient, gentle Sigifmunda, 

• Who can confble her with the Wretched boaft, 

• She was for thee unhappy !— If I am, 

• I will be nobly fo l*»— Sidlia's daughters 
Shall wondering fee in me a great example 
Of one who punifli'd an ill-judging heart. 
Who made it bow to what it moil abhorr'd I 
Crulh'd it to mifery ! for having thus 

So lightly liflen'd to a wortlilefs lover ! 

Lmu, At lafl it mounts, the kindling pride of virtue ; 
Truft me, thy marriage will embitter his-— 

Sigm Oh, may the turies light his nuptial torch ! 
Be it accursM as mine ! for tire fair peace, 
The tender joys of hymeneal love, 
May jealoufy awak'd, and fell lemorfe, 
Pour all their iierceil venom througlv his bread !— 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow.— 
Let me not think — By injur'd love ! 1 vow. 
Thou (halt, bafe prince ! perfidious and inhuman ! 
That ihalt behold me in another's arms ; 
In his thou hateil ! Ofmond's ! 

Lou. * That will grind 
' His heart with fecret rage ;' Ay, that will fling 
His foul to madnefs ; * fet him up a terror, 

• A fpe£tacle of woe to faithlefs lovers !'— 
Your cooler thought, befidcs, will of the change 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Ofmond 

• From the fame flock with him derives his binh^ 

• Firfl of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave, 

• Of ftridcfl honour, and byall rever'd^ * 

Sig. Talk not of Ofmond, but perfidious Tancrcd ! 
Rail at.him, rail ! invent new names of fcorn ! 
Aflifl me, Laura ; lend my rage frefh fuel ; 
Suppon my flaggering purpofe, which already 
Begms to fail me-— Ah. my vaunts how vain I 
How have I iy'd to my own heart !--iA2a8| 

My 
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My teanreturny. the mighty. flotxio^enfrhelmrmeC! 

* Ten thoufandicrowdini^ imaget diftra<^ 

* My tortur'd' thought ^And is it come to this ? 

* Our hopes, our vows, our oft repeated wiflies^ 

* BreathM' fiK>ni the fenrent foul, and full of beaiRca^ 

* To make each other happy ——come to this ! ' 
Lau, If thy own peace and^hohour cannot ke^ 

Thy refolution fix'd, ycty Sigifmimda, 

Oh, think, how deeply, how beyond retreat, 

Thy father is engag'd. 

Sig. Ah, wretched weakneis ! 
That thus enthrals ray Ibul^ * that chafes thence 

* Eachi nobler thought, thefcnfe of every duty;* 
And have 1 then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helplefs years, 
Thy tendemefs for me t ' aa.eye ftill beamed 

• With love ; a brow that never knew a frown ; 

* Nor a harih word thy tongue ?' Shall I for thefe- 
Repay thy (looping venerable age, 
Witbihame, disquiet, anguifh, and-difhonour? 

It mull not be ! — Thou fir& of angels ! cfune. 
Sweet filial piety, and firm my breail I 
Yes, let one daughter to her fate fubmit^ 
Benoblywretched-^— but her father happy !—— 
Laura !— they come 1 — Oh^ heavens, I cannot iUnd 
The horrid trial !— Open, open earth ! 
And hide me from their view, 

Lau. Madam, 

£nter Siffredi oftd Ofmondli 

Sif. My daughter. 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand^ 
And' whom to call my foni (hall be proud s 
' Nor (hall I lefs be pleas'd in lus alliance, 

• To fee thee happy.* 

Of. Think not, I {M^fume; 
Madam, on dih your father's kind confent^ 
To make me bleft* I lo7e you firom a hearty 
That feeks your good faperior to my own ; 
And will by every art of tender ^iendfhip, 
Confult your dearefl; welfare. May I hope, 
Your9^ doe9 not di&vow your father s choice i 
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Sig, I am a daughter. Sir — and have no power 

O'er my own heart — I die — Support me, Laura. [Faints* 
Sif. Help — Bear her off—She breathes — my daughter! 
Stg' Oh, 

Forg^re my weakneis— foft—- my Laura, lead me— 

To my apartment. {Exeunt Sig. and Laura. 

Stf, Pardon me, my lord. 

If by this fudden accident alarm'd, 

I leave you for a moment. [Exit SiJff. 

O/m. Let me t;hink 

What can this mean ?— Is it to mc averfion ? 

Or is it, as I fear'd, fhe loves another ? 

Ha !— yes— -perhaps the king, the young count Tancred ; 

They were bred up together Surely that. 

That cannot be— *Has he not given his haxid. 

In the moft folemn manner, to Conflantla ? 

Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 

* No— if they lov'd, and this old flatefman knew it. 
He coujd not to a king prefer a fubjed. 
His virtues 1 eftecm— nay more, I truft them— <-- 
So far as virtue goes— but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Sicily-^ — 
Oh, tis a glorious bribe, too much for man I* 

What is it then ? — ^I care not what it be. 
My honour now, my dignity demands, 
That my proposed alliance, by her father. 
And even herfelf accepted, be not fcom'd» 
I love her too— I never knew till now 
To what a jntch I love her. Oh, fhe (hot 
Ten thoufand charms into my inmofl foul i 
She look'd lb mild, fo amiably gentle. 
She bow'd her head, fhe glow'd with fuch confuiion. 
Such lovelinef^ of modefly 1 She is, 
In gracious mind, in manners, and in perfbn. 
The perfed model of all female beauty !' . 

She muft be mine-— She is ! —If yet her heart 

Confents not to my happinefs, her duty,. 

{oin'd to my tender cares, will gain fo much 
Jpon her generous nature-— That will follow. 

The man of of fenfe, who ^6:s a prudent part, 

Kot flattering finals, but forms himfelf the heart. [Exiim 

End of the Thijld Act. 

ACT 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 47 

ACT IV. 

SCENE, the Garden lel(mging to SifFrediV Houfe. 

Enter Sigifmunda and Laura. 

SiGISMUNDA, "Mtth a letter in her hand, 
^ ' I ^IS done !— I am a ilavc !— The fatal vow 

J[ Kas pafs'd my lips !*— Mcthought in thofe fad 
moments, 
The tombs ground, the faints, the darkenM altar, 
And all the trembling (brines with horror (hook. 
But here is ftill new matter of diftrefs. 
Oh, Tancred, ceafe to perfecute me more! 
Oh, grudge me not fome calmer ftateof woe ; 
Some quiet gloom to (hade my hopelefs days, 
Where I may never hear of love and thee ! 
Has Laura too, confpir*d again ft my peace ? 
Why did you take this letter ? — ^Bear it bac k 
I will not court new pain. [Giving her the letter^ 

Lau. Madam, Rodolpho 
Urg'd me fo much, uay, even with tears conjur'd me, 
But this once more to ferve th* unhappy kin g 

Tor fuch he faid he was that tho* enrag'd, 

Equal with thee, at his inhuman falfhood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent prayers 

Refufe this office Read it His excufes 

Will only more expofe his falfhood. 

Sig, No: 
It fuits not Ofmond's wife to read one line 
From that contagious hand — (he knows too well ! 

Lau. He paints him out diftrefs'd beyond expreffion, 
Even on the point of madnefs, * Wild as winds, 

* And fighting feas, he raves. His pailions mix, 

• With ceafelcfs rage, all in each giddy moment/ 
He dies to fee you^ and to clear his faith. 

Sig. Save me from that ! — That would be worfe than 
Lau, 1 but report my brother's words ; who then [all I 
Bej^an to talk ot (bme dark impofition, * 

That had deceiv'd us all ; when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and earl Ofmond near, 
As fummo&'d to Conftantia's court they went. 
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Si£. Ha! impofition ?— Well, if lam doom'd 
To be, o*et all my fex, tBe wretch of love, 
Invaki I would refift — =-Givc me the letter •^^- 

To know the worft is fome relief Alas, 

It was not thus, with fudh dire palpitations, 
That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy letters, 

[jitten^ting to read the letter^ hut gives it to Launu 
fAh, fond remembmnce blinds me ! — Read it, Laura. 

Lau, \Readsi\ ** Deliver me, Sigifmuada, from that 
moil exquifite mifery which a faithful' heart canfuffer— 
To be tliought hafe by her, from wboTe eileem even 
virtue borrows new charms. When I fubmitted to my 
cruel fituation^ it was iiot. fklfboodyou bi&held, but an 
excels of love. Rather than endanger that, I for a 
while gave upmy honour. Every moment till I fee you 
ibbsone.with feverer pangs than real guilt itfelf can ^el. 
Let me then conjure you to meet me in the garden, 
towards the clofe of the.day, when I will explain this 
^yftery. We have been moft inhiunanly abufed ; and 
that by the means of the very paper which I gaye you, 
frpm the warmeU fincerity of We, to aiTure to you the 
heart and hand of Tancsbd." 

Sig. There, Laura, there, the dreadful fecret fprung ! 
That paper ! ah, that paper ! it fuggefls 
A thoufand horrid thoughts—-! to my father 
Gave it ; and he perhaps — I dare not cail 
A look that way — If .yet indeed you love me, 
Oh, blaft me not, kind Tancred, with the truth ! 
Oh, pitying keep me ignocant for ever* 
What l^ange peculiar mifenr is mine ? 
Reduc'd to wifh the man I love were falfe ? 

* Why was I hurry'd to a ftep fo rafh ? 

* Repairlefswoe! — I might have waited, fure, 

• A few fliort hours — No duty that forbade— 

• I ow'dthy love thatjultice; tillthis day 

* Thy love an image of alUperfedl goodnefs ! 

• A beam firom heav'n that glow'd with every virtue ! 

* And have I thrown this prize of life away ? 

• The piteotis wreck of one diftraded moment ? 

• Ah, the cold prudence of rcmorfelefs age ; 

* Ah, parents, traitors to your children's blifs ; 

* Ah, 
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* Ah, cursM, ah, .blmd rcrengc I — On crciy hand 

* I was bctray'd-.-You, Laura, too, betray d me ! 

< Lou. Who, who, but he, whatever he writes, be- 
tray 'd you f 

Or falfe or pufillanimous. For once, 

I will with yoU fuppofe, that his agreement 

To the king's will was fbrg*d — llio* forg'd Iwr wK6m ? 

Your father fcorns the crime — Yet what avails it ? 

This, if it clears his truth, condemi^s his f^rit. 

A youthful king, by love and honour fir'd. 

Patient to (it on his infulted throne. 

And let an outrage, of fo high nature, 

Unpunifh'dpafs, unchecked, uncontradii^cd— • 

Oh, *tis a meannefs equal ev^n to ^aHhood. 

* Sig. Laura, no more— We have already jUdg'd 

Too lar^ly without knowledge. Oft, whatfeems 

A trifle, a meer nothing, by itfelf, 

\ri fome nice iituations turns the fcale' 

Of fate, and rules the moA important ad^ions. 

Yes, I begb" to feel a fad prefage ; 

I am undone, from that etemaffource 

Of human woes t he judgment of the paflbns* 

But what have I to d« with thefe excufes r 

Oh, ceafe, my treacherous heart, to g^ve thein itxnn ! 

It fuits not thee to plead a lover's cau(b : 

Even to lament my fate is now difhonour. 

Nought now remains, but with relentlefe purpofc, 

To (hun all interviews, all clearing up 

Of this dark fcene ; to wrap myfelf m gloom. 

In folitude and fhades ; thereto devour 

The filent ibrrows ever fwelling her6 ; 

And fince I muft be wretched— for I muft— 

To claim the mighty mifery myfelf, 

Engrofs it all, and fpare a haplefs father. 

Hence, let me fly 1 — The hour approaches —*— 

Imu, Madam, 
Behold he comes — th« king— ^ 

Sig* Heavens ! how efcapc ? 
No~I Will ftay™ This one laft itaeeting — Leave me. 

\Kxit Laura. 

E Enter 
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Enter Tancred. 

Tan. And are thefe long, long hours of torture pad ? 
My lUe ! my Sigifinunda .! . - 

\Tljr(rj:iffg himfelf at her fieU 

Stg. Rife, my lord. 
To fee my ibvereign thus no more becomes me. 

Taft. Ohf let me kifs the ground on which you tread ! 
Let me exhale my foul in fofteft tranfport ! 
Since I again behold my Sigifmunda ! \,Rifi»g* 

Unldndl how couldfl thou ever deem ine falfe ? 
How'thus diflionour love? — * Oh, I could much 

* Embitter my complaint !— How low were then 

* Thy thoughts of me ? How didft thou then affront 

* The human heart itfelf ?* After the vows, 
Tlie fervent truth, the tender protcflations. 
Which mine has often pour*d, to let thy breaft, 
Whate'er th' appearance was, admit fufpicion ? 

Sig, How ! when I heard myfelf your full confent 
To the late king's fo juft and prudent w^ill ? 
Heard it before you read, in lolemn fenate ? 
When I beheld you give your royal hand. 
To her, whofe birth and dignity of right 
Demands thaj high alliance ? Yes, my lord, 
You h»v»«dbne welL The man whom HeavcH appoints 
To govern others, (hould himfelf iirft learn 
To bend hi^|^ous to the fway of reafon. 
In all, you ^ve dpne welt ; but when you bid 
My humble^nttMfit look up to you again, 
Andfooth'd wim^n ton cruelty mv weaknefs — 
That too wasvvJR:^Iy vanity deterv'd 
The fliarp rebiif W^ * whofe fond extravagance 

* Could ever dream to balance your repofe, 

* Your glory, aud the welfare of a people/ 

Tan. Chide on, chide on. Thy foft n^||iWhes now 
Inftead of wounding, only footh my fondnefs. 
No, no, thou charming confort of'^my foul ! 
I never lov'd ihee with fuch faithful ardour, 
As in that cruel miferable moment 
You thought me falfe ; * when even my honeur {loop*d 

* To wear for thee a baiiled face of bafenefs/ 
It was thy barbarous father, Sigifmunda, 

Who caught me in the toil* He turn'd that paper. 

Meant 
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Meant for th* afTuring bond of nuptial love, 

To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 

That forg*d confent, you heard, beneath my name, 

• Nay, (kr'd before my outraged throne to read it l* 

Had he not been thy father —Ha ! my love ! 

You tremble, you grow pale ! 

Sig, Oh, leave me, Tancred ! 

Tan* No ! —Leave thee .*— Never ! never ! till y<xr fet 
My heart at peace, till thefe dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine I Without thee, I renounce 
Myfelf, my friends, the world — Here on this hand— -^ 

Sig, My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united*— ^. 

Tan. Sigifmunda ! 
What doft thou mean ?— Thy words, thy look, thy man^ 

ner, 
Seem to conceal fotne horrid fecret^— Heavens ! 
No— "Hiat was wild — Diftra^ion fires the tliou^ht f— 

Sig. Enquire no more — -I never can be thine. 

Tank What, whofl)all interpofe ? Who dares attempt 
To brave the fiiry of an injured king. 
Who, ere he fee» thee ravifh'd from hi» hopes, 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames ?— 

Stg. In vain your power, my lord— -'Tis fatal error, 
Join'd to my father's unrelenting will, 
tizs plac'dan everlailing bar betwixt us——* 
I am— earl Ofmond's wife. 

7tf«. Earl Ofmond's wife ! — ^ 
[After a longpauje^ during 'iphich tbey hnk at nne an^thtr 

'With the hlgheft agitatiorr^ and mofi tender diftrcjj. ' 
Heavens! did I hfear thee right? What! mariy'd-? 
Loft to thy feithful Tancred ? loft for ever ! [marryM ! 
Couldft thou then doom me to fuch matchlcfs woe. 
Without fo much as hearing me ?— IMra6tion !— — • 
Alas ! what hall thou done ? Ah, Sigifmunda ! ^ 
Thy ra(h credulity has d<ine a deed, . . 

Wmch, of two happieft lovers that e'er felt - • * 

-ThebHfsful power, has made two finifli'd wretches ! 
But— Madner^!— Sure, thou know'ft it cannot be ! 
This hand is mine ! a thoufand thoufand vows— 
Enter Ofmond* 

Ofnu [Snatching her band from the khtg',"] Madanf* 
this handy by the inoft folemn rites, 

E 2 A little 
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A little hour ago, was given to me, , '^ , 

And did nocfoyereign honour now command n^ 
Never but with my life to quit n%y claim, 
I would renounce it— thus I 

Tsm. Ha ! who art thou ? 
Prefumptuous mau ! . . «! 

Sig, \J/ule.'\ Where is my father? ^eaviens ! [Gas •ut^ 

C^m, One thou fhouldfi better know — Yes-— view me^ 
Who can and will maintain his rights and hono^^ [on^ 
Againft a Adthlefs prince, an upftart king, 
Wbofe iirfl bale deed is what a hardened tyrsinf; 
Would bluiht«aa. 

fan. Infolent Ofmond ! know. 
This upftart king will hurl confufion on thee. 
And all whoihall invade.his iacred rights, 
I^rior to thine— Thine, founded on compulfion. 
On infamous deceit, ^ while his pioceea \ 
/ From mutual love, and free long-plightcd faith» 

* She is, and ihall be minp V — I wUl annul, 

9y the high power with which the l^ws inveft VfiC^ 
/lliofe guilty forms in which you bs^ve entrap'd^ 

* Bafely entrap'd, to thy dete^d nuptials,' 

My queen betrothed, who has my heart, myji^^nd,, 

And ibaU partake inY thrQon--.]f, haughty 1of4i 

If this thou didH not know, then know it now ; 

And knoir, befides, as I liave told thet this, 

ShouldH thou but think to urge thy treafpn farther —— . 

* Than tieafon more !. tiraibn aga^nfl my love ^'-r? 
i;)«y life (hall anfwer forit, 

O/m. Ha! my life! ^ 

It niu>vcft m^ fcom to hear thy empty threats, 
Whea Wit it that a Ncrman baron's ltf<^ 
Became U^ vile, as on the frown of kings 
Tb Jiang ?--Of tfaat> my ford, the kw mud judge t 
Or if the hw be weak^ liy guardian (word ■■ ■ > 

fan. Dare not to touch it, tmitor, left my ragc) 
Break Icofe, aiiddo a deed that roifiiecomes me. . 
Entfir Sifiredi* 

Sijf. M}r gracious lord, what is it I behold ! 
My lovereign in contention with his iubjefts ? 
Surely this boufe defervesfrem royal Tancred 
A )ittk nK»ie jregafd^ than to be m^de 

. A fccnc 
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A fccnc of trouble, and unfccmiy jars. 

* It grieves my foal, it baffles every hope, ' *, 

* It makes me iick of life, to fee thy glory 

* Thus bladed in the bud.' — ^Heavens f can yoiir highnef^ 
From your exalted chancer defcend, 

* The dighity of virtue; and, indead 

* Of being the protcdlor of oor rights, 

* The holy guardian of domcftic bKfs,*^ 
Unkindly thus diftutb the fweet repofe. 

The fecrct peace of families,, for which : \ 

Alone the free-born race of man to lawa 
And government fubmittcd ? 

Tan. My lord Siffredi, 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my ftitTon 
Are not to me unknown. But thou, old man, 
Doft thoU not blufh to talk of rights invaded j * 
Andof our bcft, ourdR?areft blift diflurb'd ? 
Thou, who with more than barbarous perfidy 
Haft tramj>red all allegiattce, juftice, truth, 
Humanity itfelf beneath thy feet ? 
Thou know 'ft thou haft— I could, to thy confuiion, 
Return thy hkrd reproaches ; but I fpare thee 
Before this lord, for whofe ill-forted friendftiip 
Thou haft moft bafely facrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord.— For thee, lord conttable^ 
-Who doft prcfume to lift thy furly eye 
To my fott love, my gentle Sigifmunda^ 

I once again command thee, on thy life 

Yes- --chew thy rage— but mark me- -on thy life, 

No further urge thy arrogant pretenfions ! [ Exh Tan. 

Ojm, Ha! Arrogant pretentions ! Heaven, and earth.! 
What ! arrogant pretentions to my wife ? 
My wedded \vife ! Where are we ? In a land 
Of civil rule', of liberty and laws ? — ^^— 
Not, on my life, purfue them ? —Giddy prince !* 
My life difdains thy nod. It is the gift 
Of parent Heaven , who gave me too an apm,. ^ 

A fpirit to defend it againft tyrants. 

* The Norman race, the fons of mighty Rolfo, 

* Who rulhing.in a tempeft from the north, 

* Great nurfe of generous freemen, bravelj^won 

* With thci;- own fwords their feats, atod ftiU poflefs them 

E 3 * By 
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^ By the fitme nobk tcnwfCr 9rc not us*d 

* 1\> kcar fucb lai]|;uagO:— If I now dejGfi. 

* Then bnmd'mcfcr a coward ! deem me TiUain 5 

* A traitor to the -^ubJic ! By thifB condiiift 
^ DeceWy, bctray'd, infuhed,.tyraimi»'d.* 
Mine it a common oaufe. My arm fball guard, 
MixM with mv own^ the ritbts of each SlciUan» 
« Of fodal life, and pf mankind in general/ 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they faU a pre}f» 
I Oiall find mcana to ihake thy tottering throne, 

* Which this iikgaJ, this perfidious ufage 

* Forfeits at <mce/ and crofti tbeeinthcruioR 1— —► 
Ccmfbntia is my queen ! 

S^. LoFdjTcmmble, 
Let us be ficdfiUlin the fight ^- bat let us 
Aa with cool prudence, and with m«^Ily teipjpen 
As well as manly firmnefs, ♦ Tru^ I owpv 

* Th' indignities you fuffiwr are fo high, 

* As might even juftify what now; y-ou threaten- 

* But if, my lord, we can prcveot the woes, 

* The cruel hoiTors of inteftine war, 

* Yethold,u»touch*dpurUberae8 and laws; 

* Oh, let i^s, lais'd above the turbid fpherc 

* Of little felfiih paflions, nobly do it ! 

* Nor to our hot, intera^rate. pride, peur out 

* A ditc libation of Sicilian blood. 

* *Tis godlike magnanimity to keep, 

* When moft provokM, our reafon calm and clear^ 

* Andexecutcherwill,fromaftrongfenfe 

* Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 

* Of heat and paffion, which, tho* honeft, bear ua 

* Often too far.'. Henacmber that my hbufe 
Protc6b ipy daughter fiill ; and ere I faw her 
Thus lavifii'd from us, by the arm of power. 
This hand ftiottldaa the Roman father's part* 
Fear not ; be temperate ; all will yet bc^well. 
I know the king. * At firft his paffions burft 

* Quick as the lightning's flaih ; but in his brcaft 

* Honour and juSice dwell' Truft me, toaafca . 

He will return. 

O/m. He will !— By Heavens, he ftiaILl-7— 
You know the king— I wifti, my lord Siffriedit 

J That 
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That you had deign*d to tell me all you knew^— — ^ 
And would you havei^e wai^ wUb d^teout patience^ 
Till he return to rcafbn ? Yc jurfPowerB I 
When he has planted oti eMt n^s his ibet. 
And trod us into flav^ ; when bi$ ¥ain pride- 
Is cloy'd with our fulimifEan \ * if^at kft, 
' He'find^ hU anu too weak to ibake the mmr 

* Of M^de-eHablUh*d order oiu of jobtr 

* And overturn all jufiicc; then, perch^nc^. 

* He, ina£t'of iickly iMndrepenum^e, 

* May ipj^e a merit tfl retufn tf> rea&n/ 

No, no, my lord ! th/g^e is a nobler w^y, . 

To teach the blind <>ppr]?ffive Fury leafoii : 
Oft has tltt luff re of avenging ftcei 
lJajfeJi*4 bci: ftwpid cyea-^The fwoxi U re^foivl 
EnUr Kodolpte ^W^ Gvoivjfc. 

jRtf^- My lerd high copfi^tjle of^cily, ' » 

In the king^s naniQ, ind by Ki% rpei:^ 0(401*}^ . 
I here ar^eft you piifon^r of ftate, 

O/m. Wbatlui^? I know no king qf Sicily^ ' . . 
XJnlefs he be the hufband of CooJ(laatta« 

Rod. Then know bij» ?>a\K ^Bdwldbisroy^ opttn^ 

To. bear you to the caftle of pakermo. 

Siff, Let the big torrent foant it;$ ooadneiir o{& . > 

Submit, my lord--Norcaflic Iqng^caift'bpW . » 

Our wrongSr^TWs, ijiore than friendibip or alKan/:q^ . 
Confirms me thin« ; this binds ni^^to x)^^ fQi;tvui)eSf, . » 
By the ftrong tie qf common injury^ , 
Which nothing can difTolYe— : — I jHriBvc,.RiaclcJpbai^, 
To fee the reign in- fueb unha|)pjr wt 
Begin» 

OJm, The reign ! the ufurpatioiv call it !' 
This meteor king may blaze a wbile, but iboo' 
Mufl: fpend his idle terrors — Sir, lead o n ■■> ^u 
Farewel, my lord*— —More than nvy life and fortune, 
Remember well, is in your hands my honour! 

Sif, Our honour is the fame. My fon, fare^tfcl ' * 

We ihall not long be parted. On thefe eyes # 

Sleep ihaU not (bed his balm, till I behold thee 
Reftor'd to freedom,, or partake thy bonds. 

Even noble courage is not void of blarney 

Till nobler patience fan<5tifie8 its flame. [Exeunt. 

£iiD of the Fou&TH Act. 

ACT 
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A C T V, 
SC£NE, a chumhtr. 

SifTredi, alone , 

THE profpe^t lowrs around. I found the king, 
Tho* calm'd a little, with fubfiding tempeil, 
As fuiti hit generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nou^t, moft ardent in his purpofe ; 
Inexorably fix*d, whatever the rifquc, 
To cljum my daughter, and diiTolvc this marriage— 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous fea, 
A mighty treafure. * Here the rapid youth, 

• Th' impetuous paifions of a lover-king, 

• Check my bold purpofe ; and there, the jealous pride», 

• Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord, 

• Of the firfl rank, in intereft and dependants 

• Near equal to the king, fotbid retreat, 

• My honour too, the fame unchanc;'d convi^on, 

• That thefe my meafures were, and ftxll remsun, 

• Of abfolute neccffity to fave 

'* The land from dvil fiiiy, urge me on». 
« Bat how pcoceed ?— I only falterm(h« 
' Upon the defperate evils I wpuld fhun. 

• Whate'er the motive be, deceit, I fear, 

• And harfli unnatural force, are not the means 

• Of public welfere, or of private Wife* 

Bear witnefs, Heaven.'! Thou mind-infpe^ng eye !' 
My breaft is pure, I have prefer'd my duty. 
The good and fafety of my fellow-fubje^s, 
To aU thofe views that fire the felfifti race 
Of mortal men,, and mix them in eternal broib. 
Ertttr an Qffu-^r hdonglng to Siffredi.. 

Off, My tord, a man of noble port, his face 
WrapM in difguife, is earned for admiffion. 

1^^. Go, bid him ente r ' \Pffcer goes outi. 

HaT wrap*d in difguife ! 
And at this lare qnfeafonable hour ! 

• When o'er the world tremendous midnight reigns, 

• By the dire glcom of raging tempeft doubled——- 
Wko can it be?" 

Enter 
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Enter Oliasond ^i/covering bimfelf, \ 

Siff. * What! hal* carl OfinQud, you i^Wjtlcmci 
onccmofe, ^ ^ • 

To this glad roof !— -But why in this difguife ? 
Would I jcouU hope the king excieeds his promife ! 
I have his faith, footi as to-morrow'b foft 
Shall gild Sicilia'sclifg, yo}^ ihall he free.— -^ 
Has fome good angel turn'd his heart to juflice ? 
Ofm. It 18 not by the favour of count Tancred 
That I am here. As much I fcom his favour. 
As I defy his tyranny and threaO ■■ 
Our friend Ooffredo, whocommiui^s the ciiUe, 
' On my parole, ere d^wn, to render hack 
My perfon, ha« permitted me this freedom. 
Know then ; the faithkft outrs^ o( to^dsy. 
By him committed whom you c^l the king, 
ms rous'd ConihiBtia't court. Qur friends, the friends 
Of virtue, juflici^, and of public. £ttih» 
Ripe for revolt, are in high ferme i^t all« 
< This, this, they fay,.exceed« wbtue'er dc&cm^. 
^ The miferable daya we faw beneath 
« William the Bad. 1^ Taps the folid faafist 

* At once, of government and, private life ; 

* This iliamekfs impoficion on the faith, 

* The maje^y of fenates, this lewd infult, 

* This violation pf th^righca of men, 

* Added to thele, his igiMiiiniqtts ireatnmit 

^ O^ hi^r, th' iUufti:iou9 of&ffing ni oiur kbga^ . ' 

* Sicilians hope, aad now Qufi^ofal^niftrefa. ! 
^ You know, iAyk>f4tb<3vi^g9^1yth!Bieinfnngt 

^ The late king's will, which orders^ if connt Tuicsed 

* Make not C«iftantia rartoer of his throne, 

* That he be ^uite ewuded the fvccef&pB^ 

* And ihe^Q Henry giiren, king ift the Romaaa, 

* The potent empiwr Borhar^'ifon, . 

' Who feeks with eameft inftanceher sJlianoe<^ 
I thence of you, as guardian ^f the lanes* ^ 
As guardian of this M^U, to you eotrifftcd, 
Dehre, nay inore^ demand yOvr isdant ^, 
To fee it put in vigorous execution. 

Siff. You cannot doubt, my le^d, <tf mj cottdtrrence^ 
Who, moTf tlvm Xt^n labouf'd thit gm^ pebt^ 
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*Tis mv own plan ; and if I drop it now, 
I fliould be jufHy bnuided with the fhame 
Of raih advice, ordefpicableweaknefs. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conftantia's friends are numerous and ilrong ;: 
Yet Tancred's, truft me, are of equal force. 
£*er fince the fecret of his birth was known. 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd, 
Of boundlcfs joy, * to hear there lives a prince 

* Of mighty Guifcard^ line. Numbers, befides, 

* Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin'd, . 

* To fee ^e reign of their renownM foretatherj, 

* Won by immortal deeds of matchlefs valour, 

* Pafs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 

* Win with a kind of rage efpoufe his caufc— — 

* *Ti» fo, my lord-— be not by paffion blinde d 

* *Tls furdy fo*— < — Oh, if our prating rirtue 
Dwells not m words alone— Oh, let us j<nn. 
My generous Ofmond, to avert thefe woes. 
And yet foAain oar tottering Norman kingd<Hn !- 

O/m* But how, Siffredt, how ?— If by foft means 
We can maintain our rights, and fave our country. 
May his unnatural blood firfl flain the iword. 
Who with unpitying fury iiril (hall draw it ! 

Sijf, I have a thought— The glorious work be thine* 

* But it requires an awful flight of virtue, 

< Above the* paffi<^s of the vulgar breaft, 

' And thence from thee I hope it, m^leOfmehd— * 
Suppofe my dauri&ter, to her God devoted, 
Were pbc*d within fome convent's facrcd veige, 
Beneath the dread protedtlon of the altar— 

0/m» Ere.then, by Heavens! I would * devoutly ihave 

< My holy fcaip,' turn whining monk myfelf, 
And pray, incef&nt for the tyrant's fafety.— — 
What ! How ! becaufe an infolent invader^ 

A facrilegious tyrant, * in contempt 

* Of all thofe nobieft rights, which to maintuh 

* Is man's peculiar pride,* demands my wife; 

< That I fhall thus betiiy the common caufe 

* Of human kind.* 

What / Jball /tamely yield her up, 

Even in the manner you propoTo ?— *-Oh| then 

I were 
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1 were fuprcmdy viie! degraded ! fhamM ! 
The fcorn of manhood ! and abhorr'd of honour ! 

Sif, There is, my lerd^ an honour, the calm child 
Of reafon, of humanity and nacrcy^ 
Superior far to this punctilious demon. 
That fingly mmds itfeif, and oft ^mbroilt 
With proud barbarian niceties the world. 

Opft, My lord, my lord, I cannot bropk your prudence j| 
It holds a pulfe unequal to my blood *— * 

Unblemilh'd honour is the flower of virtue! 
The vivifying foul ! and he who flights it. 
Will leave the other dull and lifelefs drofs* 

Sif, No more— —You are too warm, 

O/m. You itre too cooK 

Sif, Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too cool, 
Not to refent this languiage, and to tell thee 

2 wifh earl Ofmond were as cool as I 

To his own felfxih blifs— ay, and as warm 

To that of others— But of this no more— 

My daughter is thy wife —I gave her to thee, 

And will, againft all force, maintain her thine« 

^ut think not I will catch thy headlong paffions, 

Whirl'd in a blaze of madnets o'er the land ; 

Or, till the lail extremity compel me, 

Rifque the dire means of war -^— The king, to^morrow^ 

Will fet you free ; and, if by gentle means 

He does not yield my daughter to your arms. 

And wed Confbmtia, as the will requires. 

Why then expeft me on the fide of juftice ■ ■ >»■ 

I^t that fuffice. 

Cffm, It does— Forgive my heat* 
~ My rankled mind, by mjuries inflamM, 
May be too prompt to take, and give oifexlcek Ipo^ 

Stfi 'Tis paft— Your wrongs, I own, may well tranf- 
Thewifeft mind— But henceforth, noble Ofmond^ 
Do me more juflice, honour more my truth, 
Nor mark me with an eye of fquint fufpicion in » 

• Thefe jars apart — You may repofe your foul 

* On my firm faith, and unremitting friendihip. 

* Of that I fure have given exalted proof, 

• And the next fun we fee (hall prove it further.' 
Return, my fon, and from your friend Goffredo 

Releafe 
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Releafe your tvord. There tiyi by fofc repofe^ 
To calm your brea(l« 

O/k, Bid the rtxt ecem floe^ 
Swept by the pinions of tbcrtgmg nort h. 
But your frail age, by care and txnl exhaufted^ 
Demands the bahn of ail-repairing reft, 

Sif, Soon as to»morro«r*8 dawn ihall ftcieaktheilde09 
If with my friends in folenm ftate afiembkdf 
Will to the palace, and demand your fieedcNn, 
Then by calm reafon, or by hi^^r means^ 
The king fhall ouit his clahn, and in the face 
Of Sicily, my uughter fliall be yours. 
Farenrel. 

0/m. My lord, good night. [£;ri^Siirredi. 

O/m. iJfteralMgpmfi.J I like him not 
Yes— I have nrighty matter of fuTpieton* 

* 'Tis plain. I fee it Imrking in his breaft, 

^ He has a feolifli ^dneft for this king*-— 
My honour niMft &fe, whik here my wife 
Remain— «*» Who knowi but he this very night 
May bear herto fome oonvent, as he mentbn'd^-^-* 
The king A)0~-dib* I (SmuiierM up my nge, 
I mark'd it well<— wiH fet me free to-morrow. 
Why not to-night ? Ht has fome dark defign ■ » ■ 

Sr Hearens, he has !-^ am abus'd moft misly ; 
ade the vile tool of thk old flatefman'< Ichemes ; 
^ Marry'd tooiie*-^y, and he knew it— one 

* Who loves young Tancped ! Henoe her fwooningftearB,. 
^ And all her-tioft dtftrelii, vdien (be di^cac'd me, - - 

* By bafely giving her perfidious hand 

* Without her heart — )§di xsd perdition ! this^ 

* This is the perfidy U-This is the fell, 

* Thb keen, esvenomM, erquifitedifgrace, > 

* Which, to a man of honour, even exceeds 
« The i^fliood of the perfbn — But I now 

* Will roufe me from the poor tame lethar^, 

* By my believing fondneis caft upon me*' 
I will net unit his crawling timid motions, 

* Perhaps to Uind me meaixt, which he to-morrow 

* Has promisM to purfue. No ! ere his eyes 

* Shall open on to-morrow*« orient beam,' ' 
I will convince him that earl Ofmoiid never 

Was 
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Was form*d to.be hb 4upe— ■* I knowr full well 
' Th* important weight and dan^r of the deed : 
' But to a man, whom greater Augers prefs, 

* Driven to the blink of infamy andhorror, 

* Raflinefs itfelf, and utter de4>eration, 

* Are the beil prudence.' — I will bear her off 
This night,, and lodge her in a place of fafetj 
I liare a trufly band that waits not far. 

Hence ! let me lofe no time — One rapid moment 

Should ardent fomi, at once, and execute 

A bold dcfign—'Tis fix'd— * *.Tis done !~Yes, then, 

* When I havc-feiz'd the prisie of love and honour, 

* And with a friend fecur dhcr; to the caftle 

* I will repair, and claim Goffrcdo's {)romife. 

* To rife with ail his garrifon— -My friends 

* With brave impatience wait.' • The mine is laid, 
And only wants my kindling touch to fpring. {Ex, Ofra. 

S C £ N £^ Sigifmunda's apartment* 

\Tbunieu 
Enter Sigifmunda and Laura. 

Imu. Heavens ! 'tis a fearful night ! 
' Sig. Ah ! the black rage 
Of midnight tempeft, or th' aiTuring fmiles 
Of radiant morn, are equal all to me. 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaft. 
The feat of flupid woe!— Leave me, my Laura. 
iCind reft, perhaps, may hufh my woes a little— 
Oh, for that quiet fleep that knows no morning I 

Lau. Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondnefs — Let me watch a while 
By your fad bed, till thefe dread hours (hall pa(s. 

Sig. Alas^. what is the toil of elements, \Jbunier. 

This idle perturbation of the flty, 
To what I feel within ?™0h, that the fires 
Of pitying Heaven would point their fury here ! 
Good night, my deareft Laura. 

Lau. Oh, I know not 
What this oppneffion means— But 'tis with pain, 
With tears^ I can perfuade myfelf to leave you j ■ • 
Well then— Good night, my^areft Sidfmunda. {Exitn 

Sig, And am I then alone P-*— Tb( m<Ml uodoae, 

F , . UoSt 
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Moft wretched being now beneath the cope 

Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world—— 

I faid I didtiot fear— Ah, me! I feel 

A (hivering horror run thro* all my powers 1 ' 

Oh, I am nought Imr tnmuk; fears and weakncfi ! 

And yet how idle fear when hopic is. gone, 

Gone, gpne for ever 1— Oh, thou gentle fcene 

l^Looktff^ fowarJs her led* : 
Of fweet repofc, where by tV oblivious draught' 
Of each fad toilfoxne day ^ to peace refWr'ii, 
Unhappy mortals lofe their woes awhile, 
Thou haft no peace for me !— What IhsUl I do ?. ' 
How pafs this dreadful ni^ht,* fo big ^ith terror ? ' 
Here, with the midnight IhadeSy here will I fit, 

[Sitting da^n^ 
A prey to dire defpair, and ceafelefs weep^ 
The hours away — Blefs me — I heard anoife ■ ■ 

[Starting up. 
No^-I .miftook— Nothing but filence reigns 
And awful midnight round-i-Again !r— Ob^ Heavens 1 
My lord the king ! 

Enter TVncrcd. 

Tan, Be not alarra'd, my love 1 

Sig. My royal lord, why at this midnight hour. 
How came you hithef ? ' 

Tan, By that fecrctn^y 
My love contriv'd, *when we, in happier days," 
UsM to devote thefe hours, fo much in vain. 
To vows ot love and everlafting- friendfhip. 

Sig. Why will you thus perfift to add new flings* 
To her diflrefs, who never can.be thine ? 
Oh,, fly .me ! fly ! you know — f^— 

' Tdn I know too much* 
Oh, how I could reproach thee, Sigifmunda ! 
Pour out my injured foul in juft complaints I 
But now the time-permits not, thefe fwift moments-^ 

itold thee how thy father's artifice 
brc'd ifie to feem perfidious in thy eyes. 

• Ah, fatal blindnefs 1 not to have obibrv'd ^ 

• The mingled pangs of rage and love that fhook me r 

• When bv my cruel public iituation 

• C^oQipellM, I only feignM conftnt, to gain 

• A little time, and more fecurc thee mine/ 

Fer 
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E'er fince— a dreadful interval of care, 

My thoughts have been employed, not without hope, 

How to defeat Siffredi's barbarous purpofe. 

But thy credulity has ruio'dall, 

Thy ra(h, thy wild— Iknow not what to name it— — • 

Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of dian 

To be delufion ally and iickening folly ! 

Sig, Ah,,jgenerbu8 Tancred ! ah, thy truth deftroys me I 
Yes, yes, 'tis I, 'tis I alone am falfe ! 
My hafty rage, joiii'd to my tame fubmiHion, 
More than the inoft exalted filial duty 
Could e*ef demand^ has dalhM our cup of fa^e 
"With bitternefs unequal'd— But, alas I 
What arc thy woes to mine ?— tomine I juft Heavfcn ! 
Now is thy turn of vengeance.—- hate, renounce roe t » 
Oh, Icavertefo the fatel weir defervc. 
To fink in hopelefs mifery ! — ^at leaft. 
Try to forget theinrorthlefs Sigifmunda ! 

Tan. Forget *ee !' No V Thou art; my ioul idTclf ! 
I have no thought, no hope, - no <wiiH but thee i , 

* Even thi» repeated inj^uxy^ tfee, fears, . 

* That rduze me all to mamieft, at the thooight . « 

* Of lofing'thee, the whole colleAed' pains 

* Of my niUhtfairt, fervebut to make thee dearei^/^ 
Ah, how, forget tl^ee ! — S&ch miiA be forgot, 
£re Tancred can forget his Si^fmunda ! ., * 

S^. Bat you, my lord, muft make that gr^t effort* 

7^0. Can Sigifmunda mftke it ^ 

SIg* Ah, J know not 
With what 'fuccefs— But' anihatfceWe iiromaa 
Andlove-e&tazigled reafbncan.perfoi^^ , 

I, to the \ltmofi, will exert tp tie it. 

* Taft. Fear not— 'Us done !— If thou csmil forte iim 

thought, 

* Succefs is fure— I am forgot already. 

* Sig.. Ah, Tancred !— Rat, my lord^^eifpeAnieirooic;', 

* Think who Iain-— \^at -cam you now jpropofe? . 

* Tan. To claim the pl^hted vows which heaven 1m; 

heard, 
*• To vindicate ^he rights of holy lote 

* By faith and honour bound, ' to which CQmpar*4 '^ 

*" Thefc cmp^y .fi?rros, which have enfiiar^d thy-hand, - 
'1^ 2 " ' ' Arc 
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* Arc impious guile, abufe, and profanation —— 

* Nay, asakbg, whofe high prerofrative 

* By thk unlicensed marriage is affronted, 

* To bid the laws thcmfelves pronounce it void. 

' Sig. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to cateh 

* At cvcnr flender twig of nice diflinftions. 

* Thefe for th' unfeehng Tulgar may do well : 

* But tkofe, whofe fouls arc by the nicer rule 

* Of vinuous delicacy nobly iway'd, 

* Stand at another bar than that of laws. 

* Then ccafe to urge me— Since I am not born 

* To that exalted fate to be your queen— 

* Or, yet a dearer name to be your wife I - ■ » 

* I am the wife of an illuflrious lord 

* Of your own princely blood ; and what I am» 

* I will with proper dignity remain. 

* Retire, my royal lord — There is no mean» 

* To cure the wounds this fatal day has gives. 

* We meet no more !* 

Tan. Oh, barbarous Sieifmunda ! 
And canft thou talk thus Iteadlly ^ tli\J8 treat mc 
With llicH unjrftying, unrclentmg rigour ? 
Poor IS the love, that rathef than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride, ' 
The breath cf vanity, can bear to fee 
The man, whofe heart was once fo dear to thine, 
By many a tender vow fo mixM together, 
A prey to anguifh, fiiry ahd diftraSion ! 
Thou canft not furel^ make me fuch a wretch. 
Thou canfbnot, Sigifmunda !-.-Yet relent, 
Oh, fave us yet !— Rodolpho, with my guards, 
Waits in the garden— Let us leize the moments 
Wc ne*cr nwy have again— With more than poWer 
1 will afib-t thee mine, with fsureft honour. 
The world ihall even approve ; each honeft boibm 
Swelled with a kindred joy to fee us happy. 

Sig. The world approve ! What ia the world to me ? 
The confcious mind is its own awful world. 
Jind^mine isJix*d""Diftrffs me then uo mere ; 
Not all the heart can fkaJf (and it y alaSf 
Pleads ht toe much) 

* And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a Vmg, 

* I know 
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<* Tknow not, Ta!ici;ed, what I tmght have doa^ 
< Then, theii^ myooadv^a^ fanaifyM by kyre» 
* Could Aot be deem'd^ by the iev^cft judge, 
** The mean effe<^ of mtereft or atnbmoii^ 
*' But now not all my parci^ heart oanypliead/ 
Shall ever (hake th' unalterable didatea 
That tyrannize my breail^ 

T^. *Tl9 well -No more— 
1 yield me to my &te — Yes, yes inhXinnin! 
Stn^ thy barbarian heart is fteel'd by pride, 
Shut up to love and pity, here-behold me 
€aft on the ground, a vite and abject wretch ! 
Loft to all cares, all ^gnities^ all duties I 
H^re will I grow, breathe out my faithful ftiil. 
Here at thy feet — Dltath^ death ^lone ihall part uk ] 

Sig. Have you then Ti^w^d to dri:i^ me to perduftto / 
What can I mofe?— Yet, Tanpedi onceegiui • . . 
r will forget the dignity my (btien ' 
Commaaofi mB to fuftain— for the laft ^Hne ; 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, Qoduty^. 
Can ever root thee from my hn^efs bofont. 
Oh, leave me I fly me! wereitbut inpfey!— 
To fee whitt once we tenderly have IqvM, 
Cut off from every hope-- -cut off for ever ! 
Is psun thy generofity (hould fpare me. 
Then rife, my lord ; andif you truly love me % 
If you refpedmy honour; nay, my peace^^ 
Retire ! for though th' emotions of my heart 
Can ne'er alarm my virtue i yet, alas I 
They tear it fo, they jnerce it with filch anguifh— » - 
Oh» 'tistoomuch!— I cannot bear the conflict 
Emter Ofmond. 
Of. Turn, tyrant, turn! andanfwer to myhonour^ . 
For this thy bale infufierahle outrage ! 

Tan. Infolent tnitor ! think not to efcapfs 
Hiyfelf my vengeance! [They fight. 0{maaAfalli. 

Sig. Help, here ! Help !— Oh, heavens ! 

\Thr9wing hetfelfde^n hy him. 
Alas, my lord, what meant your headlong rage ? 
That faith, .which i this da)^, upon the altar, 
To you devoted, is unblemiih'd, pure 

A, 
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As vefinl truth; wtt rdbhitely yoan, 
Beyond the power of aught on earth to (hake it. 

Of. Perroiout woman ! die 1 —— — [Sh&rtening ' bis 
fajvrdy he plunges it into her hreafi.'] and to the grare 
Attend a huiband, yet but half avei^d ! 

TaM. Oh/ horror! horror! execrable ti Ham ' 

O/, And, tyrant ! thou ! — Thou (halt not o'er my tomb- 
Exult— Tis wcll—'Tis ffreati— 1 die content !—[/>/«• ^ 
Enter Kodol^o, aiu/ Laura. 

Tan. [Throwing himfelf dovon iy Sigifmunda.} Quick ! 
here! bring 2ud! — * All in Palermo bring 

* Whofe ikill can fave her !'— Ah, that gentle bofom 
Poun faft the flreama of life. 

Sig. AUaadisyain, 
1 feel the powerful hand of death upon me— 
Buty Oh ! it (beds a fweetnefs through my fate^ 
That I am thine again ; and without blame 
May in my Tancred's arms refign my foul ! 

Tan* Oh| dealh is in that voice ! fo gently mild^ 
So fadly fweet, as mixes even with mine 
The tears of hovering angels !— Mine again !— — 
And is it thus the cruel fates have join'd us ? 
Arc thefe the horrid nuptials they prepare 
Jor love like ours ? — * Is virtue thus rewarded ? 

* Let not my impious rage accufe juft hcav'n 1 

* Thouy Tancred, thou, had murdered Sigifinunda f 
*• That furious man was but the tool of fate, 

* 1, I, the caufe! — ^But I will do thee juftice 

* On this deaf heart ! that to thy tender wifdom 

* Refused an ear* — Yes, death fliall foon unite us. 

Sig. Live, Uve, my Tancrcd t — Let my death lufic^' 
To expiate all that may have been amifs. 
May it appeafe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious reien ! * Meantime, of me 

* Andot thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee,. 

* To guard our fhends, and make thy people hap|qr— * 

Enter Siffredi Jix*J in afionijhment and grief. . 
My fether 1— 6h, how fhall I lift my eyes 
To thee, my ibking father ! 

Sif. Awful heaven! 
I am chaftis'd— — My deareft child t— * 
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Sig. Where am I ? 
A fearful darloiers dofes all around-«7 
My friends ! We needs mufl part— I.muft obey 
Th' impetuous call — Farewel, my Laura ! « cherilli 

* My j)Oor affiled father's age — Rodolpho, 

* Now is the time to watch th' unhappy kinj» 

* With all the care and tendemefs of friendb&'p.*— -«r , 
Oh, my dear father, bow'd beneath the weight • , 
Of a^ and grief— the vi£lim even of virtue, 

R ecei v^ toy lad adieu ! --Where art thou, . Tancred ? ' . - 
Give me thjr hand— ^ut, ah,-— it cannot iave me , 
From the dire king of terrors, whofe cold power 
Creeps o*er my heart— r— Oh ! 

Tan» How thefe pangs diftr^ me ! 

Oh, lift thy gracious eyes ;. Tliou leav'ft me theurf ' 

Thou Icav'll me, Sigiuhunda ! 

Sig. ♦ Yet a moment-—^— 

* I had, my Tancred, fbmething more to (ay— — ; 

* Yes but thy love and tendemefs for me, 

' Sure makes it needlefs— Harbour ho refentment 

* Againfl my father ; venerate -his zeal, 

* That a£ted from a principle of goodnefs, 

* From faithfuUove to thee— Live, and maintain 

* My innocence imbalm'd, with holieft care 

* Prefer ve my fpotlefs memory !* Oh I die——* 
Eternal Mercy take my trembling foul I 

Oh, *tis the only fHng of death to part 
From thofe we love— from thee«-farewe1, my Tancred ! 

[Dies. 

Tan. Thus then! 

. {^Flying to hisfvoor^^ is held ly Rodplpho*. 

Rod. Hold, hold, my lord ! — Have you forgot. 
Your Sigifmunda's laft requed: already ? 

TtM. Off! fet me free ! Think not to bind me down, 
With barbarous fnendihip, to the rack of life ! 
What hand can (hut the thoufand thoufand gates. 
Which death ftill opens to the woes of mortals ?--.- 

* I ihall£nd means— No power in earth or heaven 

* Can force me to endure the hateful light, 

* Thus robb'd of all that lent it joy and fwcetncfi •/ 
Off, traitors, off! or my diftnii6kd foul 

' ' "^ WiU 
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Will burft indignant from this jail of nature^ 
Towherelhcbcckonsjrondcr— No, miWfcrapli; 
Point not to lift— r-Ttannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the mifcraWe pity, 

The fcorn of* human kind ! A tramplecl king T . 

^ Who let hit mean poor-hearted loTC, one<mQnicntf> * 

* To cowarf prudence ftoop ; whojpade it no^ * 
^ The firft undoubting a6Hon of his reign, ^ > 

* To fnatdithee to his throne', and there tofHielil thee,, 

* Thy helpleii bofom, from a ruffian's fiiry l^—^*^ 
€>h, ftame !* Oh, agony ! Oh, the fell flings 

Of late, of vain reoentance ! Ha, my braia 

It all on fire ! a wild a1)yfs of thought !* 

Th' infernal world difclofes ! See ! behold him ! 

Lo 1 wif h fierce fniiles lie (hakes the bloody fleel. 

And mocks my feeble tears. — Hence, quickly, whence-!! 

Spurn hit vile carcafs ! give it to the dogs 1 

Expofe it to the winds aod fcreaming ravens ! 

* C>r hurl It down that fiery fkep to heH, 

*' Thcr^ with his foul to tofs b flames for ever;'. 
Ah, impotence of rage ! 

Rod* Preferve hifHy heaven! 

ToH. What am I ? Where > 
Sad,- filent, all ?-*-The fbrms of dumb defpair,. 
Around fbme mournful tomlx^— What da I fee ? 
This foft abode of innoceaec and love 
Tum'd to the houfe of death ! a place^of horror! 2^— « 
Ah, that poor corfe ! pale! pale! deformM with murdeH * 
Is that my Sigifinunda ? [nrows bimfelf dewH hy berl. 

Sif. {After afathetic paiiftj looking on the f emu hefyrt* 
^/>w.]HaveHiv'd ' 

To thefe enfeebled years, by hcavdn refcrv'd^ 
To be a dreadful '.monument of ivjlice ?— - 
Rodolpho, raife the king, and t^ar hio) hence 
Fit)m this dirtrafting fcenc of blood and death*. 

* Alas^ I dare not j^ivc him my afliftance ; 

* My care would only more enname his rage, 

* Behold the fiital work of my dark hand, 

* That by rude force the paiSons would command, . 

* That ruthlefs fought to root them from the bre^ i 

* They may be rurd, but will not be oppxefl.' 

Taught 
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Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ftray, 
And the great ties of focial life^betrav'; 
Nc*er with your children aft a tyrant's part : 
!Ti8 ]^ours to guide^ not iriolate the heart. 
Ye vainly wife, who o'er mankind prefide, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride ; 
Keep Tirtue's fimple path before your eyes, 
Npr think from evil good can ever rife* 

Emd of the Fif TB Act, 
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^^ jllasj toar audiiUfc ! ^u biwt bad £MMgb* 
Was ever baflrfi^Merqim.^ ^,pU^ 
Jn/uch a fittcui-fi^htiui^^9ir$ ^ri4^T 
Was ever woman Jc.j^lofvefheirtsf'df 
. Matched wA two hiijbhndi^ .andyoo-^dti^^imid^ 
But hlejs me f-^Md^^^^hatfo^s.mre th^ l'he0r /*^ 
J/ee the Tragic Mvfe,kttif4f.pppw. 

The^ack-fceoe opens, and difc«yers a romantic Sylvan:. 
landfcape; •mm whwh tke Tragic ^ufe advances 
ilowly to mufiC) a9d ^peak8^thc fellowinj; lines ; 

Hence with your flifpant epilogue^ that triei 
To wife the virtuous tear from Britijh eyes ; 
That dares my morale tragic fcem profane^ 
Withjtrains'^athejl^ unfuitingy tight and vain*^ 
Hence from the pure unfull/d beams that play 
Inyonfitir eyes vehere virtue Jbines* '^Amfajf ! 

Britonsy toyoufronrjslMfteCaJt^iian^roveo^ 
Where dwell Sje tender y oft tntappy loves ; 
Wherejbades of heroes rt^, o^cionigh^^Mnmef. 
And court my aid to rife wain to fame ; . 
Toyoulcomcy tofrced(0l^s nohkfifrat^ 
And in Britannia fix myjqft rtstrea^ 

In Greece andRome^ I watched thepubUc voial^ 
The purple tyrant trembled at n^fieel: 
If or did liefs o*er private forrows reign^ 
And mend the melting heart with fofter pain* 
On France and Ton then rofe mybrightningftar^ 
With foetal ray — The arts are ne^er at war^ 
Qhy asyourfire and genius ftrot^er blaze^ 
As yours are generous freedom*^ bolder k^s^ . , 
JLetnot the Gallic tafio leave yours behind \. 
In decent manners and in life refined ; 
Bani/b the motly modi^ to tag low verfey 
The laughing ballad to the mounrful herfi. 
When tbro*^five aBsyowr hearu have kam^d togjowj., 
Touched with the f acred force of honefi woe j X 

Oh^ keep the dear imprejion on your bre^^ 
Hon id^lofeitfbra wretched j^^ 
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IF tragic Doetry Be, as Mr, Bryd^n has IbinewHcre fald,' 
the molt excellent and moil ufeful kind of writins ; 
the more extenfively ufeful the moral of any tragedy ii ^^ 
the more excellent that piece mufl be of its kind.- 

I hope I Ihall not be thought to iniinuate, that thia, 
to which I have prefumed to prefix your name, is fuch i- 
that defjends on Its fitnefs to anfwer the end of tragedy^ 
the exciting of the paffions, in order to the correcting : 
fuch of them as are criminal, either in their nature, or- 
.through their excefs. Whether the following fcenes do 
thi? in any tolerable degree, is, with the deference that 
becomes one who would not be thought vain, fubmittcd 
to your candour and impartial judgment. 

^What I would infer is this, I think, evident truth ; 
that tragedy is fo far from loling its dignity by being ac- 
commodated to the circumflancesof the generality of 
mankind,, that it is more truly auguft, in proponion to the 
extent of its influence, and the numbers that are proper- 
ly afFeded by it : . as it is more truly great to be the in- 
llrument or good to many who Hand in need of our af- . 
iiftance, than to a very fraall part of that numbei% 

If princes, &c. were alone liable to misfori^unes arifing 

from vice -or ^weakneis in themfelves or others, there 

* A.a._ would 
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would be good reafon for confining the cliara^^ers in tra- 
gedy to thofe of iupcrior rank ; but fincc the contrary it 
evident, nothing can be more reaibnable than to propor- 
tion the remedy to the difeafe. 

I am far from denying, that tragedies founded on any, 
inilru6live and extraordinary events in hiftory, or well- 
invented fables, where the perfons introduced arc of the 
higheft rank, are without their ufe, even to the bulk of the 
aiMlience. The flrong contrail between a Tamerlane and 
a Bajazet may have its weight with an unfteady people, 
and contribute to the fixing of them in the intcreft of a 
pnnce of the chara<5ter of the former ; when thro* thfit 
own levity, or the arts of defigning men, they are ren- 
dered fa£hou8 and uneafy, though they have the higheil 
reafon to be fatis fied. The fentiments and example of a 
Cato may infpire his fpe<5lators with a juft fenfe of the 
valueof liberty, when they fee that honefl patriot pre- 
fer death to an obligation from a tyrant, who would fa- 
crifice the conftitution of his country, and the liberties of 
mankind, to his ambition or revenge. I have attempted, 
indeed, to enlarge the province of the graver kind of 
poetry, and fliould be glad to fee it carried on^by fomc 
^bler'hand. Plays founded on moral tale» in private life 
may be of- admirable u!e, by carrying c©nvi6^ion to the 
mind with fuch irrefii^ible force as to engage alt the &- 
culties and powers of the foul in the caufe of virtue, by 
lifting vice in its fir ft principles. They who imagine 
this to be too muth to be atttibuted to tra^dy, muft be 
ftrangers to the energy of that noble fpecies of poetry, 
Shakefpeare, who has given fuch amazing proofs of his 
genius, in that as well as in comedy, in his Hamlet has 
the following lines : 

Ifafl he the m9ti*ve and the caufi fir pajpon 
That Ihave^ he tvould Jrovm the Ji age imth tears^ 
And cleave the general ear <tJoith horrid J^eech ; 
Make nfod the guilty ^ and appall the free ^ 
Canfiund the ign^rant^ and amaze indeed 
The very faculty ^feyes and ears ^ 

And farther, in the fame Speech i 

rve 



"Hai^e^ hythe very cunning of ihefcene^ 
Heenfo Ji ruck to the foul ^ thatpr^ent^ 
Th^'hav^ proclaim^ 4 their malefoHions* 

■ Prodigious ! yet flridly juH. But I fliall not tak^vp^ 
.-your valuable time with my remarks : only give me Jeave 
,ju(lto oblerve» that he feems fo firmly perfuaded of the 
-puwer of,a welUwritteu. piece to produce theefled here. 
afcribed to it, as to make Hamlet venture his foul on the 
. ;cvcnt, and rather trufl that, than a meficager from the 
pther world, tho* it affumed, as. he expreiles it, \i\AntikU, 
/"/i/Zfr/'j /prw, and aflured him, that it\va« hi«^iriVv. Vlli 
^havc,^ hy^ H^mlttf grounds mare re^ltttl^e ; . 
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Wherein 1 U catch the confcience of the Kingw 

Such plays are the bell anfwpft Id them who deny the ' 
Uwfulnefs of the flage. 

Confidering tjic novielty of this . attempt, I thought it 
would be expe(^ed from me to fay fomething in its ex- 
cufe ; and 1 :w»$. unvyilUng to lofe the opjwrtunity of fay- . 
i«g fomething of the ufefulnefs of tragedy in general, and . 
what-may be reafonably expe^ed trom the tart her im- - 
..f>fovcment pf thiijCxteUent kind of poetry. .. 

SI R; ' 

1 hope you will' not think I ;haye faid tbo much of an . 
an, a meanfpecimen of which I am ambitious' enough to 
recommend to your favour and prote<5iit)n, . A mind, , 
confcious of fuperior worth, as much defpifes flattery, as : 
it is above it.^. Had I found in myfelf an inclination to fo , 
contemptible a vice, I ihould not have chofen Sir JoHbf . 
E.YL£S tor my patronV And indeed the bell wr.tten pa- . 
iieg> rick, tho' ftridtly true, muft place you in. a light , 
mucl) .inferior to that in which you have long been fixed 
* by the love and eftcem of your fellow citizens, whofe 
choice of you for one of their reprefentatives in parlia- . 
inent, has fufficiently declared their fenfe of your merit. 
Nor hath the knowledge of your worth been confined to ; 
ih^ city : .the proprietors in the South-Sea company, in . 
A J whkb.i 
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whScbare bcluded numberi of perfons as confiferabTe for 
their rank, JFottune, and underftanding, as any in the kimg* 
dom, gave thegreateft proof of thetr confidence in your 
capacity and probity, by ckoofing ^ou fub-govcmor of 
their company, at a time when their af&ir^ were in the 
utmoft confufion, and thetr properties in the greatefb dan- 

fer. Neither is the court infenfible of your importance, 
ihall not, therefore, attempt a chara£ter fo well known^ 
nor pretend to add any thing to a reputation fo well elta- 
Wilhed. . 

Whatever others may think of a dedication, whereia 
there is fQ much faid of other things, and {o little of the 
perfon to whom it is addreiTed, I have leafon to belie? e 
that you will the more eafily pardon it upon that ve^ 
^count. 

1 am, 

SIR, 

Your moft obedient. 

Humble fervant, 



fTLO. 
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PRQLOOUE. 

CTHE fragile mufty fuhlim^ delights f Jhm» 
-* 'Princes dtjirefsy^ and /cents of royal vjoti 
In awfiilpomp^ majefticy to relate 
The fall of nations y or fame heroes fate ; 
That fcepter'*d chiefs may^ hy example^ know 
The ftrange vicijitudes of things heliho \ 
What dangers on fecnrity attend ; 
How fa-ide and cruelty in ^uin end : 
Hence Providence fufremey to know^ andoHVfi 
Humanity adds glory to atbrontk 
In ev^ry former age^ and foreign tongue^ 
IFttb native grandeur thus thegoddefs fung. 
Upon OUT Jlagey indeed^ with voi/Pdfuccefs^ 
You^ve fometimes feen her in an hunthler drefs ; 
Great onfy. in dijlrejs\ ivbenflfe complains 
In Soutb€rn\ Rowers ^ or Otvji^^s moving fir ainSy 
The brilliant drops that fall fom each bright eye^ 
The alfentpompy *i\3ith brighter gems fupp^^ 
Forgive us^ then^ if we attempt to Joofvo^ 
In artlefs frainsy a tale of private woOm 
A London ^Frentice mind is our theme^ 
Drawn from the fam*d oldfing that hears bis name% 
' We hope your tafle is notfo high to fcorn 
A moral tale efeem^d ere you were horn ; 
Which for a century of roliing years ^ 
HasfWd a thoufand thoufand ^es vjith /earsm 
If thoughtlefs youth to wam^ andjhame the ago 
From vice deJlruHive^ wellhecomes the fiage ; 
If this example innocence infure^ 
Prevent our guilty or hy rdleSlion cure^ ; 
If MillwQod*s dreadful crimes ^ and fad dej^air^ 
Commend the virtue of the good and fair ; 
Tho^ art he wanting^ and our numhers fail^ 
Indulge th* attempt^ injuftice to the tale^ 
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*^* The lines ^tftinguifhed hy inverted cwias are, emitted in tie Refrt" 
fentatton^ and tbtfe printed in Italics are the additi§ns of tbg 
Theatre, 



A C T I. 

SCENE^ a roftm en Thorowgood's hctije*. 
Enter Thorowgood ami Trucman. 

Truemast/ 

SIR, the packet from Genoa is ariiv'd. [Gtvis htteru 
• Thcr. Heaven be prais'd ! The florm that threatened 
our royal miihrefs, pure religion, liberty, and law9, 19 
for a time diverted. The haughty and revengeful Spa- 
niard, difappointed of the loan on which he dependefl 
from Genoa, muftnow attend the (low returns of wealth 
from his new world, to fupply his empty coffers, ere he 
can execute his proposed mvafion ot our happy illand. 
By this means, time is gain 'd to make fuch preparations 
on OUT part, as may, heav'n concurring, prevent hh 
malice, or turn the meditated mifchief on himfelf. 

Tr. He m u ft be infenfiblei Indeed, who is not aflfe^^ed 
when the fafety of his country is concerned. Sir, may 
I know by what means ? If I am too bold 

^hor. Your curiofity is laudable; and I gratify It 
with the greater pleafure, bccaufe from thence you may 
learn, how honefl[ merchants, as fuch, may fometimet 
contribute to the fafety of their country, as they do at 
all times to its happinefs ; that if hereafter you ihould 
be tempted to any a£Uon that has the appearance of vioi 

oar 
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or meanncfs in it, upon refleding on the dignity of our 
profellion, you may, with honeft fcorn, reject whatever 
IS unvt^orthy of it/ 

Tr. Should Barnwell, or I, who have the benefit of 
your example, by our ill conduct bring any impuratioa 
on that honourable name, we -iiiufk be left without ex- 
cufe, 

7^(7, You compliment, young man, [Trueman ^o^vs 
TtfptBfuUy J Nay, I am not ottende.d- As the name of 
merchant never degrades the gentleman, fo by no meanis 
does it exclude him ; only take heed not to purchafe the 
charadter of complailant at the expence of your fince- 
rity,— But to anfwcr your queftion : The bank of Ge- 
noa had agreied, at an exceffive intereft, and on good fe- 
curity, to advance the king of Spain a fum ot money 
fufEcient to equip his vaft Armada.; of which our peer- 
Icfs Elizabeth (more than in name the mother or her 
people) . being well informM, fent WaUingham^ her wife 
and faithful fecretary, to confult the merchants of thia. 
loyal city ; who all agreed to dired their feveral agents 
to influence, if poffible, the Genoefe to break their con- 
trail with the Spaniih court. 'Tis done, the ftate and 
.bank of Genoa having maturely weigh'd, and rightly 
judged of their true intereft, prefer the friendfhip of the 
jnerchants of London to that of the m(»iarcb, wh<:>^ 
.proudly fiiles himfelf king of both Indies* 

yV. }:iappy i\icce& of prodentcounfels! What an €»• 
pence of blood and treafure is here . faved ! * Ezcellott 

* queen ; O, how unlike thofe princes, who make the 

* aanger of foreign enemies a pretence w opprefs their 

* fubje^s by taxes great, and grievous to be borne ! - 

* Tho. Not fo our gracious queen ! whofe richcft c«- 

* chequer is her people's love, as their happinefs her 

* greateft, glory. 

* 5V, On thefe terms to defend us, is to make ojoir pr©- 
-* te£tion a benefic worthy her who confers it, and well 

* worth our acceptance.* Sir, have you any commands 
for meat this time i 

• ^bo^ Only look carefully over the files, to fee whether 
'there are any tradefmen/s bills unpaid ; i^ there are, 
iead and diicharge ^^sg^. W« mail ao( let artificefs lofe 

their 
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tlteirtime, fo ufcful to the public and their femilies, in 
unneceflary attendance. ^Exit Trueman. 

Enter Maria, 
Well, Maria, have you given orders for the entertain* 
mcnt ? I wou'd have it in fome meafure worthy the 
guefts. Let there be plenty, and of the beft, that the 
courtiers may at leaft commend our hofpitality. 

Ma» Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your well* 
known generofity by an ill-tim'd parfimony. 

T/jor, Nay, 'twas a needlefs caution : 1 have no caufe 
to doubt your prudence. 

Ma. Sir, I find myfelf unfit for convcrfation ; I {houl4 
but increafe the number of the company, without adding 
to their fatlsfadion. 

Ti^or. Nay, my <;hild, this melancholy muft not- be 
indulged.. 

Ma, Company will but increafe it: I wifliyou would 
difpenfe with my abfence. Solitude beftfaits my prefent 
temper. * ^ . *" 

no. You are not infenfible, that it is chiefly on your 
account thefe noble lords do me the honour fo frequently 
to grace my board. Should you be abfent, the difap- 
pointment may make them repentof their condefcenfion, 
and think their labour loft. 

Ma. He that lliall think his time or honour loft la 
vifiting you, can fet no real value on your daughter'? 
company, whofe only merit is, that {l;e is yours. The 
man of quality who choofes to converfe with a gentleman 
and merchant of your worth and charadter, may confer 
honour by fo doin^, buthelofes none. 

T/jor. Corrc, coine, Maria, 1 need not tpll you, that 
a young gentleman may prefer your converfation to mine, 
and yet intend me no difreped at all ; for though he may 
lofe no honour in my company, 'tis very natural for him 
toexpedl mo e pVafurein yours I remcrtiber the time 
tvhen the company of the v^reateft and wifeft man in the 
kingdom would have been infipid and tircfome to me, 
if it had deprived me of an opportunity of enjopng 
your mother's. * 

Ma, Your%, no doubt,, was- as agreeable to her; for 
generous minds know no pleafure in fociety but where 
'tis mutual. 



in GEORGE BARNWELL. 

ThflT, Thou knoweft I have no heir, no child, but 
thee ; the fruits of many years fucccfsful induftry muft 
all be thine. Now it would give me pleafure, great as 
iny love, to fee on whom you will bcftow it, I am daily 
folicited by men of the great eft rank and iperit for leave 
to addrefs you ; but I have hitherto declined it, in ho;:e8' 
that, by obfervation, I fbould learn which way your in- 
clination tends ; for, as I know love to be ' eflential to 
happinefs in the marriage ftate, I had- rather my approba- 
tion fliould confirm your choice than divet^ it. 

Ma, What can I fay ? How fliall I anfwer, as I ought^ 
this tendernefs, fo uncommon even in the beft of parents ? 
But you aie without es^ample ; yet, had you been leff 
indulgent, I had been moft wretched. That I look on 
the croud of courtiers that vifit here, with equal efteem, 
but equal indifference, you have obferved, and I mull 
needs confefs ;- yet, had you afferted your authorityi 
and inQfled on a parent^ right to be obey'd, I had fub- 
mitted, smd to my duty facrificed my peace. 
. Tlior, From your perfed obedience ia every other in- 
fiance, I feared as much ; and therefore would leave you 
without a bias in an affair wherein your happinefs is fb 
immcdiitely concerned. 

Ma. Whether -from a want of-that juft ambition that 
woiHd become your daughter, or from fome other caufe, 
I know not ; but 1 find high birth and titles don't recom- 
mend the man who owns them, to my affections. 

Thor. I would not that they fliould, unlcfs his merit 
recommends him more. A noble binh and fortune^ 
though they make not a bad man good, yet they are a 
real advantage to a worthy one, and place his virtues in 
the fairefl light. 

. Ma^ I cannot anfwer for my iacHnations ; but they 
(hall ever be fubmitted to your wifdom and authority. 
And as you will not compel me to marry where I cannoc 
love, love fliall never make mc aA contrary to my duty. 
Sir, have I your permiilion to retire ? 

Thor. 1*11 fee you to your chamber, [ExewtU 

SCENE, a room in Millwood*i houfe* 

Enter Millwood and Lucy, 
MU^ How do I look to-day, Lucy } 

I L«.> 
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lAicy^ Oh, Jcillingly, Madam! A little more red, aiid 
you'll be irrciiflible ! But why this more thaa 

, ordinary care of your drcfs and complexion ? What ncM' 
j^onqotft-are you aiming at .^ 

Jli?/. A cooqucft woUid be new indeed ! 
. i>/<7- Not to you, who rrtake 'em every day — ^b«t 
to me Well 1 'tis ft'hat Tm never to expeA— : — un- 
fortunate as I am But your wit and beauty 

, .34?/. Firft made me a wretch, and dill continue me fo. 

jMen, .however generous or fincere to one anotlier, arc 

all felSfli hypocrites in their affairs mth us, we are 

no otherwil'e elleemed or regarded bj them, but as wc 

.; contribute to their fatisfa^tion. 

?• Litty<, You are certainly^ Madamy on the wrong fide 
in this argument. I^ not the eypence all theirs ? And 
I am fufe, it is our owJi fault if we han*t our Iliare of the 
j}learure^ 

iW?/. We are but flai'es to men. 

Lucy, Nay, 'tis tiiey that are flaves mofl certainly, for 
we lay tbsm under- contribution. 

Mil Slaves have no property; no, not even in them- 
felves-: all is the vicflor s. 

Luiy^ You are ilrangely arbitrary in your principles, 
Madam. 

it//'/. I would have my. conqueft complete, like thofe 
qf the Spaniards in the new world; who firfl plundered 
the natives of all the wealth they ha^d, and then con- 
dcmn'd the wretches to the mines for life, to work for 
inore^ 

JLit4y* Well, I fliall never apiTrove of your fcheme of 
goverumeJit : I fliould think it much nu)re poliiic, as 
well asjuft,. to find my fubjecls an eaiier employment. 

M'l. It is a general maxim among ihe knowing part of 
jnankind, that a woman without virtue, H|<"e a man vvitH- 
out honour or hone fly, is capable of any r.iSt ion, though 
never fo vile : and yet what pains will they not take, 
what arts not ufe, to I'educc us from our innocence, and 
.make us contemptible and wicked, even in their own 
opinion? 1 hen is it not. ju ft, the villains, to their co(l, 
fhould'lind us fo? Butguilt makes them fuTpicious, ar4d 
Keeps the nji on their guard ; therefoiewe can take ad- 
vantage only of the young, apd innocent part of the fc^, 
B ' " , " ' ' who 
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who having never injured womett, apprehend no Injury 
from them. 

iMcy* Ay, they mu ft be young indeed ! 

MiU Such a one, I think, I have found. As I have 
f>aflbd through the city, I have often obfcrvcd him re- 
ceiving and paying confiderable fums of money ; from 
thence I conclude he is empk>yed in afEiLrs of confe- 
<}uence. 

Lucy* Is he handfome ? 

Mill, Ay, ay, the ftnpling is well made, and has a 
,good face. 

jLvry. About 

Mill. Eighteen. 

Im^. Innocent, handfome, and about eighteen! Youl! 
be vaSly happy. Why, if you manage well, you may 
keep him to yourfelf thefe two or three years. ' 

Mil. If I manago well, I (hall have done u4th him 
much fooner. Having long had a defign on him, and 
meeting him yefterday, I made a full {u>p, and gazing 
syiihfully on his face, afk'd his name. He blufh'd, and 
bowing very low, anfwcr*d, George Barnwell. I begg'd 
his pardon for the freedom I had taken, and told him, 
that he was the perfon I had long wiih'd to fee, and to 
whom I had an au&ir of importance to communicate at a 
proper time and place. He named a tavern ; I talked of 
honour and reputation, and invited him to mv houfe. 
He fwallowed the bait, promifed to come, and this is the 
time I exped him. [Knockii^ at the door.'] Somebody 
knocks— -D'ye hear ; I am at home to nobody to-day 
but him* [Exit Lucy.] Lefs affidrs mud give way to 
thofe of more confequence ; and I am Hmngely mifiiaken 
if this does not prove of great importance to me, and 
him too, before I have done with him. Now after 
what manner (hall I receive him ? Let me coniider— • 
What manner of perfon am I to receive ? He is youug, 
innocent, and bamfri^ therefore I muft take care not to 
put him out of countenance atiirft. * But then, if I 

* have any IktU in phyfio^nomy, he is amorous ; and 

* with a little affifbance will foon get the better of his 
' modeily.* I'll e*en truiJt to nature, Who does wonders 
(n thefe matters. * If to ,feem what one is not, in order 
' to be the better lik'd for what one really is ; if to fpeak 

z . " *'^nc 
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* one thing, zn6 mean- the SreA contrary, be ait in » 

• woman — -I know nothing of nature/ 

£»Uf Barnwell, h^whg vay ktw^ ^^cy at a drfiatice. 

ML Sir, the furprife and joy ! 

Barn* Madam ! 

Mil. This is fuch a favour ! — -• [AJvaacing^m 

Barn. Pardon me, Madam! 

Jli;/. So unhop*d for ! ** \^Sttll advances^ 

\J&v^KS9f^\faluteshirJ and rttira in confufi^n. 
To fee you- here — — Excufe the confufion-*— — * 

Bdrn. I fear I am too bold 

MIL Alas, Sir, I may ju illy apprehend you tlunk me 
fi>. Pldfe, Sir, to fit, I am as much at a lofs how to 
receltt this honour as I ought, as I am furprized at your 
goodncfs in conferring, it. 

Bam* I thought you bad ezpededme: IprDmifed tO' 
colne. 

Mih That is the more furprifing ; few men are fudi^ 
leligioijs obieirers of their word. 
. B^am. All, who are hondfl, are. 

Mih To oiie another ; but we limple wmnea are fol« 
dom thought of confequeiice enough to gam a place in 
their remembrance. 

[Lojfing iir hand §n bUy as hy accidiMt. 

Bam* Her diforder is fo great, ihe don't perceive flie 
liaft laid her hand on mtnc« Heav'ns ! how (he trembles ! 
What can this mean ? [^fide. 

MilL The intereft I have in all that relates to you^ 
(the reafon of which you fhall know hereafter) excite^ 
my curiofity ; and were I fure you would pardon my pre- 
fumption, I ihould deiire to know your real fipiitimeists 
on a very particular fubjei^. 

Bam. Madan\,. you may command my poor thoughts 
on any fubjed, I have none that 1 wouki coilceaL 

MiU You'll think me bold. 

Bam. Noy indeed. 

Mil. What then are your thoughts of love ? 

Bam. If you mean the love of women, I have not 
thought of it tit all. My youth and circumfbnces make 
fuch thoughts improper in me yet. But if you^ mean 
the general love we ow« to mankind, I think no one has 
aaQtc of it in his temper than myfclf. I don'^t know that 
' S 2 pcrfon 
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perfon ra the world, whofe h^ppinefsl don't wifc/luiJ 
wou'dn't promote, were it in my power. 'In atf cfpetiat 
manner I l6ve my uncle, and my mailer ; but abdre aH, 
nay triend. 

iM/L You have a friend, then, whom you lovd ? 
•' ^nht. As he does me, fincerety. 

Ai//. He is, no doubt, often ble(s*d with your com* 
f any and converfation. 

• BoTft. We live in one.houfe, and both fervc the fame 
wonhy merchant. "' \ 

MiL Happy, happy youth ! Whoe*er thou art, I en- 
ty thee, ' and fo rtinft all, who fee and know this youth.' 
What have I lod, by being form'd a woman ! I hale mjfJ 
fex, my fclf. Had I been a main, I might, perhaps,' 
have been as happy in your frendfhip, as 'he who noMf; 
enjoys it is : bwt as it is Oh !-r — " * - 

Bam, I never obfcrvM woman before ; or this is,' 
ftire, the moft beautiful of her fex. [yf/ft/<f.} You feem - 
difordered. Madam — May I know the caufe ? ' * 

Mi/* Do not alk me— —I can never fpeak it, what- 
ever is the canfe. I wifh for things impoffiblc. I would 
itt a fervant, bouod- to the fame mader^ to UVe iaone 
houfe with you. ' 

Barx, How flMhge, and yet how. kind, her wordi 
and adions are! And the efte^ they have on me is as 
il range* I fccldeftrcs I never knew before, rmuft be^ 
gone, while I have power to go. {^^Jfde.l Madam^ I 
hiimbty take Wy'lcave. 

MV. You'will not, fure, leave me fo Ibon ! "^ 

Barn* Indeed I muft. . 

MiL You c*iilot be ib crtiel ! I have prepurM a poor 
f upper, at which I promised myfelf your company. ^ 

Barn/1 afn forry I muft rcftife the honour you de- 
iigned rae : b&t my duty to my mafter calls me hente* 
I never yet negle^^d his fervice. H^ is fo gentle, andfo 
good a mader, that fhould I wrong hiiis though he 
might forgive me, I fhould never forgive myfelf,^ 

'Af/7. Am I refufed by the firil man, the fecond favour 
I ever floopM to to aik ? Go then, thou proud liard*' 
heartei youth ; but know, you are the only naaa that 
could be foundj who would let me fue twice tor gieater 
favours.^ .... , . . . ^ -. 

t Marn% 
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Sarn^ Whisit OuiU I do ! How fliall I go, or (lay ! 
. . MiL Yet 4o noty do not leave me. I with my fez'i 
pride would meet yourfcom ; but when I look upon you, 
when I. behold thoie eyes*— Oh ! fpare my toaj^ue, and 
let my bluihet*— this flood of tears coo, that will foice its 
way, declare — what woman's modedy fhould hide. 

Barn. Oh, Heavens ! ihe loves me, worthlefs as I am. 
Her looks, her words, her flowing tears confefs it. And 
can I leave her then ? Oh, never, never! Madam, dry 
up your tears : you (hall command me always ; I willr 
ftay here for ever^ if you would have roe. 

Jjte^m So : ihe has wheedled him out of his virtue of^ 
obedkoce lUieady,^ and will ftrip him of all the reft, ono 
after another, till (he has left him as few as heriadyihip, 
crmyfelf. 

MiL Now yott ave kind, fwleed; but I mean not to 
detain yon always : I would have y4)U ihake off all flavifh 
obedience to your mafter ; but you may ferve him (HU. 
'■ iMcy* Serve him fiiH i ^y, or he'll liaveoo o^aortu- 
nity of fingering hia cafh ; and then he'll bqc ferve your 
«nd, I'll be fwom.^ [JfidB. 

Emar Blunt. 

Bbmt. Madamf fupper's on the table. 

Milh Come, Sir, you'll excuse all defeds. My 
thoughts were too much employed on my guefl to oUerve 
the entertainment. [Exntni BamwelLnW Millwood. 

Bhia. What ! is all this preparation, this elegant fop- 
^r, variety of wines, and muac, for the entertainment 
•f that young fellow ? 

JLucy, So it feems. 

Bh»t. How ! is our mifliefa ttumed fool at lad ? She's 
iA love with hini> I fuppofe. 

LMcy. I fuppofe not. But Ihe 4efignt to make him in 
lov^with her; if (he can.. 

Blunt. What will (he get by that } He feema under ag(, 
4ttd can't be fuppos'd to have much money. 

Lucy. But his mafter has, and that's (he fine thMig,^ 
is fbtthx manage it.. 

• Bhm. I don't like t^is footing with a handibme yottUg^ 
fellow } while, (he's endeavouring to enibare him, iha 
Mqr be caoght li^'fiB^ 
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Lucy. Nay, wer< ilie Hke me» that would certainly 'be 
the confequence ; for, I confefs, there is ibmethiog in 
youth and innocence that mores me mightily. 

Blunt, YcSf lb does the fmeothnefs and plumpnefs of 
a panridge move a mighty defire in the hawk to be the de-^ 
ilrudtion of it. . - 

Lucy^ Why, birds are their prey, and men are ours ; 
though,. as you obferved, we are fometimes caught our-! 
felves. But that, I dare fay, will never be the cafe of* 
ourmiflrefs. 

Blunt, 1 wlfti it may prove {o ; for you know we all 
depend upon her. Should ihe trifle «way her time- with 
a young ielloW that there's nothing to be ^t by, we» 
luttll all ibrve. . . , 

Ijicy. There's nodanser of that; for I am fure (he 
has tio view in this afairbut imerelh 

Blunts Well) and what hopes are thtere of fuocefs iib 
that? » 

- Lucy* The mod promiiing that can be. 'Tis true the 
youth has ius icruples ; :but Aie'll foon teach him ta 
anfwerthem, by Rifling bis con&ience« Oh, the lad ia- 
in a hopeful wayi"^#peMiu)|wb?tt^ {Exeunt. 

SCJ^NE dta'uiiSj and dlfcoven Barmvell and Millwood at 
fuf^^; An entertainment ofitrivjfc andjinging. i/^hJ^T 
'Mbicbth^c(meforvHir^. . * ' > i ^O 

' ^Barn. WJiatc^n lanfwcr? . All that I know is, that \; 
you are fair, a»diaiamifeiable.. r\\ 

Mil. We ate both fo, and yet the fault is m dljr^^' - 
felves. •*•'•.•.- ^; ,| 

i i?i3rr«..'TQ.eafeour parcfent aaguifli by plunging' inifb^XH \fl 
guilt, is to buy a moment's plcai'ure with an age ot &inj*/r* ^ 
i. ML. I fhould haveihouiht .^tHejoys-of Idi^e fes ialKoj^" . '^^\ 
atfthey arc great; if ours prove otherwtfe^ 'tilsyburiii^^ '-t 
cfopftancy^mull make fheifk fo.* . , . , '^^^t < '^ 

Barn. The law of hcav'n willnot be revers'd; ^nd th«i^.;^. «?. 
rc^wices us to.govfKn ,Qur palSws* -» t*ai 

.Mil. To give us fdnfe of beauty and dciire^ • atid ylet^ 't. • 
forbid- us to taller^nd' be happy^;i5 a cruelty^ tdir&ittire. ' ^', 'i 
Have we paffinns pnJy to torment us ? . l • li ' i 

Barn To hear you talk, though^n^tfciji:*^^)^ yip€ |/- ^ ' 
id^i^e upon your beautjr^||[reftyturhds^d^'*i[^dr^^ ^ ] 
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fnow white bofom heave and fall,' inflames my wifhes ; 
my pulfe beats high, * my fenfes all are in a hurry,' aid 
I am on the rack of wilddefire.— — Yet, for a moment's 
guilty pleafure, fliall I lofe ray innocence,, my peace cf 
mind, and hopes of folid happinels ? 

Mil. Chimeras all ! 

Barn, I Would not y et muft on 

* Reluctant thus the merchant quits his eafe, 

* And truils to rocks and fands, and iiormy Teas ; 

* In hopes Tome unknown, golden ccKiil to iind, 
^ Commits himfelf, though doubtful, to the wind. 

* Longs much for joys to come — ^ yet mourns thofe( 

left behiod.' 
il4?/. Along with me and prove 

No joys like woman-kind, po heav'n like love. 

E,ND of the First Act. 



ACT II. 

SCENE,, a room in Thbrowgood'i hovfe. 

£»/^r Barnwell. 

^ ., Baiinwell. 

HOW i^raogenre. all things round me! Like fomc 
thieftwho ire^ds forbidden ground, and fain would 
lurk unfecn, j fearful I enter each apartment of this wcll- 
known houfe. To guilty love, as if that were too little, 
already have -I added breach of trufl - ^ ■■ A thief i 

: Cun J ka^W myfelf that wretched th'iiig, an^ 

look my h one ft .friend atid injured mafter iii the face? 
•Though hypocrify may a while conceal mv gi.^It, at 
length it wikji; be known,; ^rid'public ft- am e and ruiii mult 
cniue. In tSe niean*tiiiie) ,>vhat hiuft be my life ? ^^tt 
to fpeak a lanijufiigc foiTeigft'itdmy heart ; hourly tp add 
to the numicr>bf imy-GrltttisV I'n order to conceal 'em» 
Sure fuch was the.'c6ndi3tiOltM6f the grnod apofta^e, when 
firft he loft his purity. " tik^^ me, difconfolate', he wajtvr 
dered ; and while yet in heaven, bore aij[ bis future hell 
abouthim. .: • J » * '' :' ' ' '' 
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Enter Tnitman. 

Tr. Bamwelly Oh, how I rejoi<^ to fee 70a fafe ! Sd 
will our matter and his gentle da ugh rer; who, duHng 
j^otir abfence, often inquired after yoo. 

Barn. Would fce were gone ! His officious lore will 
pry into the fecrets of my Ibul. [^^e. 

Tr. Unlefs you knew the pain the whole family has 
felt on your account, you can t conceire how much you 
are belov'd. But why thus cold and iilent? When hiy 
fccart is full of joy for your return, why do yoii turn 
9Way; why thus avoid me ? What have 1 done ? How am 
I. altered fihce you faw me laft ? Or rather, what hftvc 
you done; and why are you thus chaAg'd? for I am (lill 
the fame. 

Bam, W^^thaveldone, indeed! [JJide. 

Tr. Notfpeak ! nor look upon me I 

' Bam. Bv my face he will diicover all I would conceal ; 
niethinks alteadv I beg^n to hate him. ^ [4fi^^» 

' 7r* I cannot bear this ufage from a friend ; one whom 
nil now I ever found fo loving $ whom yet I love ; tho* 
this pnkipdnefs fttikes at the root of friendfhip, and 
might deflffoy it in any bread but mine. 

B4fm. 1 am not well. ITurMiag to him.J Sleep has 
been a ilranger to thefe eyes fince you beheld them laft. 

Tr. Heavy they look indeed, and fwoln with tcarsj 
——-now they overflow. Rightly did my fympathizing 
heart forebode bfl night, when thou waft abfent, ^me- 
thing fntal to our peace. 

Barn. Your friendfliip engages you too far. Mf 
troubles, whatever they are, are mine alone: you have 
no intereil in them, nor ought your concern for me to 
to give you a moment's pain. 

fir. You 'fpeak as if you knew of jfnendfiitp nothing 
but the name. Before I faw your grief, I fch it. 

* Since we parted lail I have flept no more than you, but 

* peniivein my chamber i^t alone, and fpent the tedious 

* night in wiihes for your fafety and return;' e'en now, 
though ignorant of the caufe, your forrow wounds me to 
the heart. 

Bam. Twill not be always thus. Friend(hip and all 
engagements ceafci as circumfiances and occafioos vary ; 

and 
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and (ince you once may hate me, perhaps it might b« 
better for us both that now you loved me lefs, 

7r^ Su^e I but dream ! Without a caufe would Barn- 
well ufe me thus .? Ungenerous and ungrateful youtb^ 
tarewel $ L iliatl endeavour to follow your advice. 
[Gmng.] Yet flay, perhaps, I am too rafli, and angry 
when the caufe demands companion. Some uhforeieea ^ 
calamity may have befallen hi|Ti too gr^at to bear- 

Barn, VihAt part am I reduced to aft ? *Ti8, vile and 
bafe to move his temper thus,, the beft of friends and 
men. ■ ' 

Tr. 1 am to blame; pr*ythee forgive. me, Bamwelli 
Try to compoie your .raftied mind ; and let mc know^ 
the caufe that thus tranfports you from yourfelf j my 
friendly counfel may reftore your peace. 
, Barn, AJl that is poffible for man i;o do for man, youf 
generous fricndrt/ip may effe6t ; but here even, that's irt 
tain. . - 

7r. SomethiiSg dreadful is labouring in your breafl f 
Oh, give it vent, and let me (hare your grief 5 'twill eafcf 
vour pain, ihould.it admit no cure, apd make it lightef 
by the part I bear. . . - • 

i^tfrff.'Vain:fuppofitioii ! my woes increafe by being 
obferved ; fhould the caufe be known^ they would exceed 
all bounds. 

fr. So well I know thy honeft lie^rt, guilt cannot 
harbour there. •* 

Barn, Oh, torture infupportabje ! . .[Afide% 

Tr» Then why am I excluded ? Have I. a thought J/ 
would conceal foorb you ? 

Barn. If iVill you urge me on this hated fubjeft, VI} 
pevtr enter more beneath this roof, nor fee your facef 
again. '. - . . • - 

Tr. *Tis flrange-'^— .but I have done, fay but. you 
hate me not. 

Barn, Hate you .! I am not that monfter yet. 

Tr, Shall our friendlbip ftill continue ? . 

I'ara, It's a blefling I never was worthy of, yet noWt 
muil Hand on terms ; and but upon conditions can con-? 
^rm it. 
- Tr, What 4re they? 

Bar//, Never hereafter, though you fliould wonder a^ 

my 
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my condua, defire to kmnr more thux I <un »•!&({ (• 
ftveal. 

7r« *Tit hard; but upon any conditions I muft be 
your friend. 

Bam* Then, as much as oa^loft to himrelf catvbe 
another's, I am your*s« [Embracing, 

Tr. Be ever fo, and may heaven reftore your peace \ 

* Barm. VVill yederday return ? We have beard the 

* glorious fun, that till then inceffimt roird, once ftopp'd 

* bis rapid courie, and once went hmck* The dead bar^ 

* rifen, and parched rocks pourM forth a licjuid fireanr 

* to quench a people's third. The fea divided, and 

* formed wails ot water, while a whole nation pais'd in' 
' fafety through its ihndy boibm. Hungry lions have 
^ refus'd their prey ; and men unhurt have walk'daniidft 

* confuming flames ; but never yet did time, once paft, 

* return. 

* Tn Though the continued chain of tim^ has never 

* once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muft 

* keep on its coorfe, till loft in eternity^ it ends where 

* it firft began ; yet as heaven can repair whatever evilt 

* time bin bring upon us, we ought never to defpair.! 
But bufinefs requires our sfttendance; bufinefs the 
youth's beftprefervadve from ill, as idleneiti his worft of 
fnares. W ill you go with me ? 

Batm. J'il take aiittle time to reflet on wh«t has f ift, 
and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I mi^t have truiicd 
Trueman, and engaged him to apply to my uncle to 
ne^ir the wrong Ihave done my roafter ; but what of 
Millwood ? * Mufl I expofe her too ? Ungenerous aoA 

* bale ! Then heaven requires it not. But heaven re- 

* quires that I forfake her* What ! never to fee her 

* more ? Does heaven require that ? I hope I may fee 

* her, and heaven not be o&nded. Prefumptuous hope ! 
•* Dearly already have I proved my frailty. Should I 

* once more tempt heaven, I may be left to fall, never 

* to rife again. Yet*, (hall I leave her, for ever leave 
her, and not let her know the caufe ? She who loves 
me with fuch a boundlefs paffion ! Can cruelty be duty ^ 
J judge of what fhe then mud feel, by ivhat I now e»-i 
dure. The love of life, and fearbffhimei oppofed by 
inclmatioo Arong as death or flume, like wind and tidcin 

raging 
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tagmg conflict met, when neither can prevail, keep mo 
in doubt. How then can I determine ? 
Enter T horo vvgood . 

Tfjor. Without a caufe affign'd, or notice given, to 
abfcnt yourfelflaft night was a fault, young man, and I 
came to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented.- 
That modefl blufli, the confudon fo vifible in your face^ 
fpeak grief and (hame* When we have offendtd heaven, 
it requires no more ; and fliall man, who needs himfelf 
to be forgiven, be harder to appeafe ? If my pardon 
or love be of moment to your peace, look up lecure of 
both. 

Barn, This goodnefs has o*crcome mt. [4/iJe.']Oh^ 
Sir, you know not the nature and extent of my oftence; 
and I ihould abufe your miftaken bounty to receive it. 
Though I had rather die than fpeak my fhame ; though 
racks could not have forced the guilty fecrct from my 
1)reaft, your kindefs has. 

nor. Enough, enough, lyhate'er it be ; this concern 
ihews you're convinced, and I am fatisfied. How p.iin* 
id\ is the fenfe of guilt to an ingenuous mind ? Some 
youthful folly, which it were jprudent not to inquire 
into. * When we confider the frail condition of h,uma- 

* nity, it may raife our pity, not our wonder, that youth 

* fhould go a(lray ; when reafon, weak at the beft, oppo- 
^ fed to inclination, fcarce formed, and wholly unaffifted 

* by experience, £iintly contends, or willingly becomes 

* the flave of fenfe. The ftateof youth is much to be 

* deploned, and the more fo, becaufe they fee it not; 

* being then to danger moft expofed, when they arc 

* leaff prepared for their defence.* [^Jide. 
Bam. It will be known, and you'll recal your pardon 

^nd abhor me* 

Thor, I never ^ill. Yet be upon your guard in this 
gay thoughrlefe feafoh of your lire ; ' when the fenfe of 

* pleafure's quick, and pailions high, the voluptuous 

* appetites, raging and fierce, demand the llroneeiib 
« curb ; take heed of a relapfe :* when vice becomes ba« 
Intual, the vfery power of leaving it is loft. 

Bam. Hear me, on my knees, confefs— 

^bor. Notafyllablc »ore upon this fiibjed ; it were 
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not mercy but cruelty, to hear what muft give you fuch 
torment to reveal. 

Bnrn, This generoiity amazes and dlftra6^s me. 

Tbor^ This remorfe makes thee dearer to me than if 
thou hadft never offended. Whatever is your fault, of 
this 1 am certain, 'rwas harder for you to oflfend, than 
inc to pardon. [JE;v/> Thorovvgpod* 

Barn. Villain! VilJaiii 1 Villain! bafely to wrong fo 
excellent a man. Should I agaih return to folly ? ■ 

betefted thought!— But what of Millwood then?— — 

Why, 1 renounce her ; 1 give her up -The llrug- 

gle*8 over, and virtue has prevailed. Reafon may con- 
vince, but gratitude compels. This unlocked for gene- 
roiity has fav'd me from deflruftion. [Going. 

Enter a footman. 
'. Foot. Sir, two ladies from your uncle in the country 
defire to fee you. ^ 

Barn. Who Ihbuld they be. lAftde.'\ Tell them I'll 
wait upon 'cm. 

J5flr//,.I^ethinks I dread to fee *em Now 

every thing alarms me. * ' Guilt, what a coward 
hail thou made me ! 

SCENE, another room /w Thoiowgood's houfe. 

£;//^r Millwood, Lucy, and a Footman. 

Jp'oot,, Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately, 

, Mil' *'I'is very well. 1 thank you* [Rxit Foot^ 

Enter BarnWdL 

j&^r;j. ConfulTon ! Millwood I 

JW//. That angry look tells me, that here I«m an' un- 
welcome gueft ; 1 feared as much /.the unhappy are fo 
everywhere. 

Barn, Will nothing, but my utter ruin content you ? 

Mil. Unkind and crueU Loft myfelf, your happinefs 
is now my only care. 

Barn, How did you gain admiflion ? • ' . 

MiL Siiyipg we. we re defired by your juncle to vTfit, 
tnd deliver a mefface to you, we were received by ih« . 
family without lulpicion, and with much refpedt con- 
dudted h^e. :« 

\ Barn. Why did you come at all ? ' \ 

\, Md' I never fiiiill trouble you more. I'm C04ne X» 

\ake 
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take my leave forever* Such is the malice of my fate : 
J go Irapelefe, defpairing ever to retum. This hour is 
all I have left : one fhort hour is all I have to befloiv^ 
fjGn love^andyoUy for whom I thought the longeil life too 
fiiort. 

Barn, Then we are met to part for ever ? 

ML Itmuftbefo. Yet think not that time or ab- 
fence ftiall ever put a period to my grief, or make me 
love you lefst Tho' 1 muft leave you, yet condemn 
me not. 

Bam, Condemn you ! No, 1 approve your refolution, 
and rejoice to hear it; *tkjuft'- . ■ 'tis neceXTary,^ — mm* 
t have well weigh'd and found it fo. 

Lucy. I dm arraid the young man has^more fenfe than 
Ihe thought he had. [4/^< 

Bam. Before you ciuse, I had determin*d never to fee 
vou more. 

M7. Confufion f [^M* 

Lvcy, Ay, we are all out ; this is a turn fo unexpe<^ed, 

•that I fliail make nothing of my part ; they muft e'en play 

the fcene betwixt themfclves. [^<^. 

Mil. 'Twas fome relief to think, tho' abfent, you 
would love me ftill ; but to find, ^ tho' fortune had been 
* indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconftant,'^«» had 
refolved to caft me ofl^—^iTbis, as I never could expedt^ 
I have not learnt to bear. 

Barn. I am forry to hear you blame me in a refolu- 
tion that fo well becomes us both. 

Mil. I have reafon for what I do, but you have none. 

Barn. Can we want a reafon for parting, who have fo 
many to wifti we never had met ? 

Ml. Look on me, Barnwell. Am I deform'd or olcf^ 
that fatiety fo foon fuccecds enjoyment? Nay, loolc^ 
again ; am I not (he whom yefterday you thought the 
faireft and the kindeftof herlex j whofc hand, trembling 
with ecftafy, you prefs'd and moulded thus, while on my 
eyes you gazed with fuch delight, as if defireincrieafcd by 
being fed? 

Barn. No more ; let me repent my former follies, if 
poffible, without remembring what they were. 

Mil Why? 

Barn. Such is my frailty, that 'tig dangerous. 

AJt7. Whereiathedanger, fincc wearetopart? 

C Bsrn^ 
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J?tfr», The thought of that already is too painfiiL ' 

ML If it be painful to party then I may hope, at leail, 
you do not hate me ? 

Barn, No— -no— -I never (aid I did-*— Oh, 
my heart 1 

<A//7- Perhaps you pity mc ? 

Barn. I do I do— —Indeed I do. 

MiL You'll think upon me ? 

Barn, Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

MtL You may judge an embrace at parting too great 
.a favour— though it would be the laft. [Hedrawsiack^ 

A look ihall then fuificc— ^-Farcwel forever. 

[ Exeunt Millwood and Lucy* 

Bam, If to refolve to fuffer be to conquer,— I have 

conquer'd Painful victory ! 

Re-enter Millwood and Lucy. 

Ml, One thing I had forgot; 'I never muft re- 
turn to my ownhoufe again. This I thought proper to 
let you know, left your mind fhould change, and you 
lliould feek in vain to find me there. . Forgive me this 
, fecond intrufion ; I only came to give you this cautioo, 
and that, perhaps , was needlefs. 

Barn, 1 hope it was ; yet it is kind, and I mufl thank 
you for it. 

Mil, My friend, your arm. [To Lucy.] Now, I am 
gone for ever. [Going, 

Barn, One thing more — iSure there's no danger in 
my knowing where you go ? If you think otherwile — , 

Ml. Alas ! [Weeping. 

Lucy, Wc are right, I find ; that's my cue. [J^de, 
Ah, dear Sir ! Ihe's going flie knows not whither ; but 
, go flie mufi:. 

Barn, Humanity obliges me to wiih you well : why 
will you thus expofe yourfelf to neediefs troubles ? 

Lucy. Nay, there's no help for it : Ihe muft quit the 
town immediately^ and the kingdom as fooh as pofiible. 
It was no fmall matter, you may be fure, that could make 
her refolve to leave you. 

Mil, No more, my friend ; fince he for whofe dear fake 
»lone I fuffer, and am content to fuffer, is kind and pities 
me ; where'er I wander, thro' wilds and defarts be- 
nighted and forlorn, that thought Ihall give me comfort, 
i Barn, 
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Barn, For my fake!— —Oh, tell me how, which 
way am I fo curs'd to bring fuch ruin on thee } 

MiL No matter j I am ccxitented with my lot. 

Bam. Leave me not in this incertainty, 

MiU I have faid too much. 

Barn. How, how am I the caufe of your undoing ? 

J4j"/. To know it will but encrcafe your troubles. 

Bam. My troubles can't be greater than they are. 

Lucy. Well, well. Sir, if Ihe won't fatisfy you, I wilL 

Barn. I am bound to you beyond exprellion. 
■ Mil. Remember, Sir, that I defired you not to hear it. 

Barn. Begin, and eafe my racking expedtation. 

Lucy. Why, you muft know, ray lady here was aa 
only child, and her parents dying while flic was young, 
left her and her fortune (noinconfiderable one, I airun& 
you) to the care of a gentleman who has a good eflate of 
his owh. 

Mil. Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enoijgh ; but 
what arc riches when compared to love ? 

Lucy. For a while he perform'd the ofEcc of a ^ithful 

Sjardian, fettled her in a houfe, hir'd her fervants.— - 
ut you have feen m what manner ihe liv'd, fo I need 
fay no more of that. 

Mil. How I fiiall five hereafter, Heaven knows \ 

Lucy. All things went on as one could wt(h ; till fome 
time ago, his wife dying, he fdl violently in love with hia^ 
charge, and would rain have marry'd her. Now the man 
is neither old nor ugly, but a good perfonablc fort of a 
man, but I don't know how it was, Ihe could never en- 
dure him. In (hort, her ill ufage fo provoked him, that> 
he brought in an account of his cxecutorfliip, wherein 
he makes her debtor to him. — 

Mil. A trifle in itfelf, but more than enough to ruin * 
me, whom, by this unjuft account, he had flripp'd of all 
before. 

Lucy, Now, (he having neither money nor friend, ex- 
cept me, who am as unfortunate as herfelf, he compell'di 
her to pafs his account, and give bond for the fum he de- 
manded ; but ftill provided handfomely for her, and con- 
tinued his courtlhip, till being inform'd by his fpies (tru- 
ly I fufpeft fome in her own family) that you were en- 
tertain'd at her houfe, and ilaid with her ail night, hofli 
C 2 came 
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oame this mornmg racing and ftdrmfng like a xr^^&cmxkj 
talks no moreof mBrmge,-(fo thcre^s tto hope of making 
up matters thut way) but tows her ruin, unlefsfiie'll al- 
low him the fame favour that he fuppoies (he grantedyqu. 

Barn. Muft (he be ruin'd> or find her lefuge in ano- 
ther^ arms ? 

Mil. He gare me but an hour to refolve in ; that's 
happily fpent with you ——And now I go— — 

Barn. To be expos'd to all the rigours of the variqiis 
feafons ; the fiimmer's parching heat, and winter's cold ; 
unhoufed, to wander, friendlefs, thro* the unhofpitable 
world, in mifery and want ; attended with fear and dan- 
ger, and purfued by malice and revenge* Wouldft thou 
endure sdl this for me, and can I do nothing, nothing,. 
to prevent it ? 
. Latcy. Tis really a pity there can be no way found out* 

Barn. Oh, where are all my refolutions now ? . * Like 

* early vapottrs, or the morning dew, Chas'd by the fun's 
^ warm beams, they're vaniAi*d and loil, as tho' tl^ey ha4 
^ never been.* 

Lucy. Now I advifed her, Sir, to comply with the gen-» 
tleman ; * that would not only put ^n end to her trouble^. 

• but make her fortune at once.' 4 
Bar^. Torinendng fi^id, away ! I had rather periih, 

my, fee her peri(h, than have her fayed by him, .1 will, 
myfelf, prevent her ruin, though with my own* A mO'^ 
isent's patience ; I'll return immediately. 

[Exit Barnwell.. 
Lucy» 'Twas well you came, or, by what I can per-; 
ceive, you had loft him. 

^ Ml. That, I tnuft confefs, was a danger I did not 
forefee ; I was only afraid he fliould have come without, 
money* You know, a houfe of entertainment, like 
mine, is not kept without expence* 

Lucy. That's very true ; but then you fhould be tea-: 
fonabie in your demands $ 'tis pity to aifcourage.a young 
man* 

Mih Leave that to me*^ 

Re-enter Barnwell, 'with a hag ofmouty. 
Barn* What am I about to do?— *- Now you, who 
boaft yoyxr reafon all-fufficient, fuppofe yourfeJves in my 
Hondition^ and determine for me ; whether 'tis right to 

let 
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let her fufier for my faults, or^ by this fmall addition to 
my guilt, prevent the ill tfkOs of what is paft. 

Lucy, Thefe young finners think every thing in the 
ways of wickednefs foflrange 1 But I could tell him, 
that this 18 nothing but what^s very common ; for one' 
vice as naturally begets another, as a father a fpn. But 
he'll find out that himfelf, if he lives long enough. 

Barn, Here, take this, and with it purchafe your de- 
liTerance ; return to your houfe, and live in peace and 
fifcty. 

Ml. So, I m^ hope to fee you there again ? 

Sam, Anfwer me not, but fly, left, in the agonies of 
my remorfe, i tidce again what is not mine to give, and 
amndon thee to want and mifeiy. 

Mil, Say but youMl come. * 

Morn. You are my fiitc, ray Heaven or niy hell ; only * 
leave me now, difpofe of me hereafter as you pleafe- 

[Exeunt Millwood and Lucy/ 

What have I done? Were my refolutions founded' 
on reafon, and iincerely made ? Why then has Heaven* 
fuffer'd me to 611 ? I fought not the occafion ; and if my 
heart deceives me not,^ compaffion and. generofity werer 
my motives. ^ Is virtue inconMent with itfelf, or are 

* vice and virtueonly empty names ; or do they depend *ob. 

* accidents, beyond our power to produce, or to prevent t 

* iirherein we have no part, and yet muft be determined 
' by the event ?'-^But why fhould I attempt to reafon ? 
All is confufion, horror, and remorfe. I find I am loil,. 
call down from all my late-ereded hope, and plunged 
again in guilt, yet fcarce know how or why : 

Such undiilinguifh'd horrors make my brain>. 
Like hell, the feat of darknefs and of pain.> 

[Exih. 
. End of the S&cokd Act. 
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A c r ill. * ; 

8 C £ N £, a rmm in Ttorowgpod'j hp^e.. 

Thorowgood tf«</Tnieman fifiohend (with accnifit fio^h)^ " 
Jhtlng At a talk* 

. * .TaoitoWGooiH 
«. 11 RETHINKS I would not have you only learn 
< iVl t^ method of n&erchaficiiz^ find pra^ile it 

* hereafter meody a« « i«ean» Qf gecdpg wealth : it will; 

* be well worth your pains to fludy it as a fcience, toiao^; 

* how it u fbimded in reaibft and the nature pf things ; 
^ how it promotes hurnaiiitVt a^ t« has c^ft'd, and yet 
^.lotepi up an intercottrCe betweeii natioiAS^ far renoc^t 
' from one another in.fit^tk>li» cuAopiis and r6ligioB;ii 

* promoting arts, induftry, peace^ and plei^y j by n^u- 
*.tual b^nentS'difiufinc mutual love from pole €0 pole;. 

* 7r. S<»iicthtDg ofthis I have €Ottftder*d> ai^ hffi^ 

* b37.yOur4i£iAaaoe9,ti>c«cend my thoughts much hir- 

* then I have ohferv'd thol^ tountries where iridhs is 
^ promoted and enoQiUiagtdy do not sialoe difcove^tes to^ 
^ deftrojr, but to ioipf^iw ma^nkiAd by lote and ffieoxiU 
^ fkip ; to tame thefevce, and poliAi the moft favtge ; tc( 

* teach them the advantage of hoet^ traffick, .by taking 
^ fuom them, wtdi their ownreonfenr, their ufellefii ft^per-* 

* iuities;, and giving thcro» Tn return, what, from their 
^ ignoianoe in maaitaii arta^ their fituation, or fome other 

* accident, they &tfid tnneo) of* 

* ncr. 'Tis juftly obfervM: the populous eaft, iuxu^ 




gbwa with unnum- 
< berM veins of gold and filver ore. On every climate, 

• and. on every country, Heaven has bcftowM feme good 
^ peculiar to itfvlf« It is thie indufirious JKierchant's bu(i^ 

• nefs to collect the various bleffines of each foil aad cli- 

• xnatc ; and, with the produft of the whole, to enrich 

• his native country.*- Well, I have examin'd your 
accounts ; they are not only juft, as I have always found 
them, but regularly kept, and fairly enter'd, I commend 
your diligence. Method in bufinefs is the fureft guide : 

• he who neglects it, frequently Humbles, and always 

* wanders 
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^ waaAen perpltfx'di unpertaiii, and io daii|er/ Jixc 
Barnwell's |icqouftt» ready for xny mfpeftioiiT He doeaT 
i\ot \i& to be jhe kft oti tbe(e«ctafitm8« . 
. Tr. Upon receiving yQur Offers he rettr'd, I thouf^ht 
ia fome confufioo. IT ^ou pleafe, I'll go and hallen hnn» 
f hose lie b«6 fu>t bee« gutlf^ ^ 9ny siegle£^« 
- f/5^. I'm now goung to the JSxcbtmge; let him knowi 
9t toy return I txpe^ to find hitt o^y. [£v^jk^. 

. £^^r Maria wti^ ^t, h0t>k» Sits and rtads* 

Mt. H6wforci\)le is truth? ^he weakcft mind^ m-i 
fpir'd wijLh love of tfeit, fa'd and coliefted in itfelf, with 
lodiSer^nce beholds the> united force of earth and belt 
op|K)fing* . Such fouls ^e lais'd above thfe fehfe of pain, 
or fo fupported that they regard it not. The martyt 
di^I^y psrc^aifes his HeftTien ; fmall vre bit fufferings, 
neat il his re«»rd* N6t fo the wretch who coml^ 
£>ye with duty ; whofe mind, weaken'd and diflblved by 
lid fefr paAo^ feeUe jidd hof)eifefs, tsppofes his 6wn de* 
irfts ■ ■ . Whrt; h^. hptir^ a ^y^ a year jol pain, ttf n 
whole life of tortures fuch^ tiicfe.? i 

Mftter tfvtemttB* 

Tr. Ohv aienweUl Ob, my friendJ how alt thou 
ialtei! 7 

Mfi Ha.! Baniiweli I What crf^ him ? Speidty fiy^n^hat 
of Barnwell? .. j, 

Tr. 'Tis ibc tw hseteceti'd : I'^»m> to tell of l^m, 
that will afHi6^ your generous father^ ywaidtfaAdtit 
who know him* 

Ma. Defend us, Heaven ! 

Trk 1 cannot fpekic it. See theire* 

ITmeman^Vfj s hatir^ Maria readf^ 

'* I kno^ my abie«ce will filrpnze my henour'd ma- 
iler abd youdeif ; andthe,more^ when yim fiiall under* 
ftand, that the reafon of my withdrawing, is, my haviog 
eibbetaiefd pari t>f the caih with whkh 1 was entrufted. 
Afto' t)»s^ 'tis needlefs to inform you, that I intend ne* 
ver to return a^in. Though this might have been 
known, by examming niy accounts ; yet to prevent that 
.ttnneceflaiy ttoul^t, and to cut off all fruitlefs expefla- 
tUms of my renir% I hvi^e left this from the loft 

Geoegb Baan w «^l»'* 

Tr. 
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' Tr. Loft indeed ! ' Yet how he Ihoiild be g\Aty of what 
he there charges himfelf mthal, riiifes my woiader equal 
to my grief* Never had youth a higher fenfe of virtue^- 
Jufily he thought, and as he thought he pra^tifed;- ne- 
ver was life more regular than his. An underftanding^ 
uncommon at his years, an open, generous manlmefs oE' 
temper ; his manners otfy, \ina£fe6^ed, and engaging. 

Ma. This, and much more you might have u\d mth 
truth. He was the delight of cveiy eye, and joy of every 
heart that knew him. ; 

Tr, Since fuch he was, and waa my friend, can I fOp- 
port his lofs ? See, the ^ireft, happieft maid this- weaU 
thy city boafls, kindlv condeibends to weep for thy un* 
happy fate, poor, rum'd Barnwell ! 

Mn. Trueman, do you think a foul fo delicate as his, 
i^i fenfible of ihame, can e'er fubmit to live a flavv ta 
.Tice? 

Tr. Never, never. So well I know him, Tm: furcthiif 
tftx>f his, fo contrary to Ids nature, muft have been orafed 
by ibme unavoidable neccffity. * 

Ma, Is there no means yet to prcferve lump 
. Tr. Oh, that there weie ! bnt few men reaver their 
reputation loft, a merchant never. Nor would he, I fear^ 
tho* I ihouid find him, ever be brought to look his in- 
jured mafter in the face. 

, Jik I fiear as much, and therefore' would ncvec have 
ny fiuhecknowi^. 
fr. That's impoffible. 
Ab. What's the fum? 

Tr. 'Tis coniiderabie; IVe mark'd it here, to (hew it,, 
with the letter, to your fadier, at his return. 

.Ma. If I ihouid fupply the money, could you fo dif- 
pofeof that and the account, as to conceal this unhappy 
mifmanagement from my father I 

Tr. Nothing more caly. But can you intend it^ Will 
youfavealiclplefs wretch from ruin? Ohj 'twere an a£k 
worthy fuch exaltfed virtue as Maria'^i, Sure Heaven, 
in mercy to my friend, infpiredthe generous thought* 

^ Ma. Doubt not but I would purckafe fo gi=eat a hap* 
pinefs at a much dearer price. But how (hall he be found*? 
Zr* Truft to my diligence fpr that. In the mean time, . 

WL 
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I'll conceal bis Mtnc^^tom^ur Btther, or find fttch ex- 
cufes for it, thst^ ||p caWe (hall nisver be Mpc€ted. 

Md. In attempting to fave from ihame, one whom we 
hope may yet return to virtue, to Heaven, and you, the 
oafly i»itBC^es of this adtion, I appeal, whether I do any 
thing mifl)ecoming my fex and character. r 

Yr. £arthfhaft approve .therdeed, and Heaven, I doubt 
aoc, wi^l reward it. 

Mat* I f Heaven fucceeds it, I am welL^ewarded^ A 
virgin's, fame » fnlhed by fufpicion's lighted breath : and 
therefore as this muft be a fecret from my filther and the 
wodd^ forBaroweira fake, for mine, let it be foto him. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE, a room in Millwood'j houfe. 

. , Efttir hucy and Bhint. 

Iaiq^. Well, what do you think of Millwood's conduA 
now ? 

Blunt, I own it is furprifing : 1 don't know which to 
admire moft, her feigned or his real pailion ; tho' I have 
fomebmes been afraid that her avarice would diicovef 
ker* But his youth and want of experience make it xh9 
^afiertOiimpofe on kim. 

Z.^O'. «No^.itia his love. To dohim juf^xce,notwi^» 
fianding his youth, he don't want underflanding. But 
yoa nnen ixt niuch eaiier impofedon in thefe afiiira« than 
;3^onr vanity will allow you to believe. Let me fee the 
wifeft QiycBx all as much in love with me as Barnwell \» 
with Milhrood, and Fll engage to make as great a fool 
of biou 

Blma. And, all ciicuffifiattces coofider'd, to make a» 
intich money of him too ^ 

Lu^ I can*t anfwer for that. Her artifice, in making 
him rob his mafter at fir^ and the various ilratagems by 
which flie has obliged him to continue that couife, afto* 
nlih even me, who know her fo well. 

Blunt. But xXiea, you arfe to confider that the money 
was his maker's. 

Lucy. There was the difficulty of it. Had it been his^ 
own;, it hid been nothing* Were the world his, (he 
might have it for a fmile. But thofe golden days are 
done ; he's ruin'd, and Millwood's hopes of fartlier pro« 
fits there, are at an end. . 

Blunts 
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Bhnt. That's no more than we all expe6ledw 

iMcy. Being callM by his mafter to make up his ac« 
counts, he was forc'd to quit his houfe and fenrice, and 
wifely flies to Millwood for relief and entertainment. 

Blunt. I have not heard of this before : howidid (he 
receive him ? 

Lucy, As you would expert. She wonder'd what lie 
meant, was aflonilh'd at his impudence, and with an air 
of modefty peculiar to herfelf, fwore fo heartily that Ihe 
never faw him before, that ihe put me out of counte- 
nance. 

Blunt. That's much indeed! But how ^d Barnwell 
behave ? 

Lucy, He grieved ; and at length, enrs^ed at this bar- 
barous treatment, was preparing to be gone ; and making 
towards the door, fhew*d a fum of money, which he had 
brought from his matter's, the laft he is ever likely to 
have from thence. 

Blunt. But then, Millwood ? 

Lucy. Ay, (he, with her ufual addrefs, returned to her 
old arts of lying, fwearing, and diflembling ; hung on his 
neck, wept and fwore 'twas jmeaot in jett. The amorous 
youth melted into tears, threw the money into her lap^^ 
and fwore he had rather die than think her falie. 

Blunt. Strange infatuation 1 

Lucy. But what enfued was ftranger fHll. As doubts 
and fears, followed by reconcilement, ever increaie love 
where the paffion is iincere ; foin>himit caus'd fowild a 
tranfport of exceffive fondneis, fuchl joy, fuch grief, fuch 
pleafure, and fuch anguiih^ that nature feem'd finking; 
with the weight, and his charm'd foul difpofed to. quit bis 
bread for hers. Juft then, wheii every paffion with law* 
lefs anarchy prevailed, and reafon was in the raging tem- 
ped loft, the cruel, artful Millwood prevailed upon die 
wretched youth to promife what I tremble but ta 

think on. 

Blunt. I.amanwz'dl What can it be f 

Lucy.^ You will be more fo, to hear it is to attempt the 
life of his neared relation, and beft b^nefaftor*— 

Blunt. His uncle ! whom we have often heard him 
fpeak of, as a gentleman of a larj;e eftatc, and fair cha-i 
radler, in the country where he lives 1 
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* X»ry. The fame. She was no fooncr pofTeiled of the 
laft dear purchafe of his ruin ; but her avarice, infatiate 
^s the grave, demanded this horrid facrifice. Barnwell's 
near relation, ' and unfufpe6ted virtue, inuft give too 
^ eafy means to feize this good man's treafure ;' whofe 
blood muft feal the dreadful fecret, and prevent the ter- 
rors of her guilty fears. 

Blunt. Is it poffible fhe could perfuade him to do an 
a^ like that ? He is by nature honeft, grateful, com- 
pailionate, and generous ; ^ and tho' his love, and her 

* artful perfuafions, have wrought him to prauE^ife what 
^ he mofl abhors ; yet we all can witnefs for him, with 

* what reludance he has ftill complied : fo many tears 

* he fhed o'er each offence, as might, if poffible, fandtify 
-* theft, and make a merit of a crime.* 

Lucy, 'Tis true, at the naming of the murder of his 
uncle he darted into rage ; and, breaking from her arms, 
(where ibe till then had held him with well-difiembled 
love, and falfe endearments) called her cruel, mon(ler, 
devil) and told her fhe was bom for his defbu^ion. She 
thought it not for her purpofe to meet his rage with her 
rs^e, but affe^ed a moil paflionate fit of grief, railed at 
her fate, and curs'd her wayward flars, that flill her 
wants fhould force her to prefs him to a6l fuch deeds, as 
file mull needs abhor as well as he. She told him ne» 
ceiiity had no law, and love no bounds ; that therefore 
he never truly lov'd, but meant, in her ncceffity, to for- 
fake her. Then fhe kneel'd, and fwore, that fince by his 
refufal he had given her caufe to doubt his love, flie ne- 
ver would fee him more, unlefs, to prove it true, he 
robb'd his uncle to fupply her wants, and murder'd him 
to keep it frpm difcovery. 

Munt, I am aftonifhed 1 What faid he ? 

JL«£y. Speechlefs he flood ; but in his face you might 
have read, that various paffions tore his very foul. Oft 
he in anguifli threw his eyes towards Heaven, * and then 

* asoftenbent their beams on her ;' then wept and groan'd, 
•and'beat his troubled bread; at length, with horror not 
-to be exprefs'd, he cry'd, Thou curfed fair, have I not 
given dreadf;ul proofs of love ? What drew me from my 
youthful innocence, and dain'd my then unfpotted foul, 
but lovei What caufcd me to rob my worthy, gentle 

maflcr. 
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tnafter, but curied lovt ? What makes me now a-fug^ve 
'from his fervice, loath'd by myfelf, and fcom'd by all the 
world, but lovef What fills my eyes with tears, my foul 
with, torture never Mt on this fide death before ? Why 
Imre^ love, love! And wdnr, above all^ do I refblve (for 
tcasmg his hear, he cried, I do refolve) to kill my uncle ? 

Blunt. Was (he not moved ? It nudtes me weep to hear 
the iad relation. 

Lucy^ Yes— with joy, that ihe had gainM her point, 
^e gave him no time to cool, but urged him to attempt 
it tnfiantly. He's now gone. If he performs it, and 
cfcapes, there's more money fiDr her ; if not, he'll ne'er 
return, and then file's fairly rid of him. 

Bhnt. 'Tis time the world were rfd of fuch a monfier. 

Lucy, If we ddn't ufe our endeavours to prevent th^ 
murder, we are as bad as ihe. 

Bltmi* I am afraid it is too late. 

Lucy* Perhaps not. Her barbarity to Bamu'ell makei 
me hate her. We have run too great a length with her 
already* I <fid not think her or niyielf fb wiclsed, as I find^ 
upon; refle^on, we are. 

Bluftt. 'Tis true, we have been all too much fo« But 
there is fomething fo horrid in murder, that all otber 
crimes feem nothing when compared to that ; I would noc 
■be iftvolv'din the guilt of it for all the world, - 

LMcy. Nor I, iStsLvtit knows. There^elet us clear 
<iurfelve8, by doing all that is in our power to prevent it* 
J have jufi thought of a way that to me feems probs^le. 
Will you join with roe to deted this curfed defign ? 

BiuMt* With all my heart. He who knows of a ntur- 
der intended to be committed, and does not difooverit, im 
the eye of the law and reafon , is a murders, 

Lucy, Let us lofe no time ; I'll acquaint you with the 
paniculars as we go. [Exeunu 

SCENE, a <walk at fome difiance from a country fiat. 

Enter Barnwell. 
J5^r«. Adlfmal gloom obfcures the face of day. Either 
the fun has flipp'd behind a cloud, or journeys down the 
weft of Heaven with more than common fpced, to avoid 
the fight of what I am doom'd to ad. Since I fet forth 
on this accuTB'd defign, where'er I tread, methinks, the 

folid 
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. ibli\i earth trembles beneath my ^et« l^hfer my uncle f 
r—* Yonder limpid ftream, whofe hoary fall has made a 

* natural cafcade, as I pafsM by, in daleful accents feem'd 

* to murmur murder ! The earth, the air, and water 

t feem'd concern'd. But that's not ftrange : the world[ 
f is punifli'dy and nature feels a (hpck, when Providence 

* permits a good man's falU Juft Heaven ! then what 
^ (liould I feel ibr him that was' my father's only brother, 
-and fince his death has been to me a father ; that took me 
up an infant and an orphan, rear'd me with tenderefl care, 
and jftill indulged me with moft paternal fondnefs? Yet 
here I iland his deftin'd murdere r I flifien with hor- 
ror at my own 'impiety -^—'Tis yet unpcrform'd— What 
if I quit my bloody purpofe, and fly the place ? {Goings 

then Jopsj] But whither, Ob, whither fhall I fly ? 

My maimer's once friendly doors are ever fliut againft me ; 
and without money Millwood will never fee me more ; 
and flfie has got fuch firm poiTeffion of my heart, and go- 
verns there with fuch defpotic fway, that life is not to be 
^dured without her. Ay, there's the caufe of all my 
fin and forrow : 'tis more than love ; it is the fever of 
the foul, and madnefs of defire. In vain does nature, rea- 
fon, confcience, all oppofe it; the impetuous paflion 
bears down all before it, and drives me on to lull, to theft 
and murder. Oh, confcience ! feeble guide to virtue, 
thou only ftiew'fk us when we go a ft ray, but wanteft 
power to flop us in our courfc !— Ha ! in yonder Ihady 

walk I fee my uncle He's alone Now for mydif-^ 

guife. [Plucks out a vizor."] This is his hour. or pri-* 

vate meditation. Thus daily he prepares his foul for 
Heaven ; while I— --But what have I to dlo with Hea- 
ven ? Ha! no flruggles, confcience ^ ■ »■ 

Hence, hence remorfe, and every thought that's good t,. 
The llorm that lufl began, mufl end in blood. 

[Puts en the m%9r^ dranus a piftoly andexit^ 

SCENE, a clofe walk in a wood. 

■ — Enter Uncle. 

Uft. If I were fuperftitious, I Ihould fear fome danger' 

lurk'd unfeenj or death were nigh» A heavy melancholy 

clouds my fpirits. My imagination is fill'd with ghafiiy 

forms of dreary graves, and bodies chang'd by death;. 

D whea 
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ubcii tbe ptle fenfi^hctiM tiiigt aftra^ meh wtepiog 
tye, tnifm the muiitig ibut at once with grief and hor- 
ror, pitf and «v«rfioA. I wIU indulge the thought. The 
wife fnon preparei himfelf for death, bf maldng it fami- 
litr to his m'md. When ftr^ng relle6):toRJs hold the mir- 
xor near, and the living in the dead behold their future 
lelf ; Yum dboi e«ch inordinate paffion and deiire ceafe, 
or iicken at the vieiyl The mthd fcatve mores; the 
biabd, curdling and chillM, creeps llowly thfo* the vans i 
fixM, ftili, and motionlefs we ftand, (6 lilce the fblemn 
objd^ of our thoiighfs, we are almoft aft preftnt what we 
muft be hereafter i tiH curiofity awakes the foul, and fets 
it on enquiry. 

Ei^itr G^ofge Barnwell, at a Hfiemce. 
Oh, Death ! thou (Irange, rtiyfterious power, feen every- 
day, yet oe^cr underftood, bnt by -the incommunicatiTc 
dead, what art thou ? The extenftve mind of man, that 
with a thought eircles the earth's vj^ globe, finks to the 
centre, or afcends above the ftars ; that worlds exotic 
flfids, or thinks it finds, thy thick clouds attempts to pafa 
in vain ; loft and bewildered in the horrid gloom, defeat- 
ed, (he returns more doubtful than before, of nothing 
certain but of labour lo(l. 

\Diuri\ig this Jpeech YiztxiYTtW fime^mes frefinti the pifit^i 
. and dravis it hfck again. 

Bam, Oh, *tis impoilible ! [Tirrawif^ dfwn the ptfioi* 
' VUnciiJtarts^ and attempts tb draw his Jkocfrd, 
. ' Uncle. A man fo near me ! arm'd and ms^uM— — 

Sam. Nay, then, there's no retreat; 

\ Plucks a p^ignardfrem his hofomy kndJleAshim^ 

Uncle. Uh, I am (lain ! All gracious Heaven, regard 
the prayer of thy dying fer? ant ; Mefs, with the choiceft 
bleffli^, my dea^rell nephew ; forgive my murderer, and 
take my fleeting (bul to endlefs merey* 
[Bsonw^ll throws eff his frntft^ mns to hittHf awd kneeling hy 

him J raijfes and chafes him* 

Barn. Expiring famt ! Oh, murder'd, martyr'd uncle ! 
lift up your dying eyes, and view your nephew in your 
murderer.— Oh, db not look fo tenderly upon me--— - 
Let indignadon lighten from your eyes, and blaft me e're 

you die By Heaven, he weeps, in pity of my woe$«. 

•p-«»Tetn, tears, for blood— —The murder'd, in the 

agooie* 
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gonies of death, weeps for his murderer. Oh, fpeak 
your pious purpofe ; pronounce my pardon then, and 
fake me wkh you— ^He would, but cannbt.^Oh, 
why, with fuch fond affection, do you prcfs my mur- 
dering hand ? ■ {Uncle Jigh$ and dies.\ * What will 

* you kifs me ?' Life- that hovered on his lips but till 
ht had iealed my pardon, m that figh ez|»red* He^s 
gone for ever^-*^ and, CHi ! I felkow— i— [^w«««r mun^ 

* upM hU mngU*t dead Ud^y Do I ftill breathe, and 
taint with my infectious breath the wholcfomeair ? ■ ■ 
l^et heaven from its high throne, in judice or in mercy 
flow look down on that dear munkrca faint, and me the 
jBurderer, and if hir vengeance fpares, let pity (hike 
and end my wretched bcmg.—*Mufder the worft of 
crbncsy and parricide the worA of muiders, and this the 
WDift of parricides. * Catq, who Aandt on record from 
^ the birth oi time, and muft to ks laft fioal period, Us 

* aocuried, flew a brother ^vrooied mbon^ him » deteKed 
,* Nero, by anotber*s hand, difpatched a mother that he 
^ feared and hated : but I, with my own haiid, have 
^ mQidered a brother, mother^ father, and a friend moft 
^ loving aod beh]rred.^---^This execrable aft of imne i» 
^ without a paralleI.-«"--Oh, may it ever Aaad alone, 
^ the laft ef murders as it i» the worft 1 

* The rich man thus, in torment and defpair, 
- * Freferr'd his vain, his charitable pra3^er.* 

* The fool; his own foul loil, wou*d &m be wiie 
For others good ; but heaven his fuit denies. 
'^y laws and means well known we ftand or iatl f - 
And one eternal rule rem ws for all/ 
06, m^ it enwftand mUne accurjf^ 
fh ImP^ mmders ss M is Ae w&^Jt. 

Bwc of the TaiiD AcT» 
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A C T IV, 

SC£N£, a rcmitin Thoroivgood*s h9ufe* 

£nter Maria meeting Trueman, 

Maria. 

* TTOW falfly do they judge, who cenfure or applaud!* 

* JLjL as we're afflii^cd or rewarded here ? I know I 

* Sim unhappy ; yet cannot charge myfelf with any criine, 

* more than the common frailties of our kind, that 

* fhould provoke jufl heaven to mark me out for fuffcr- 

* ings fo uncommon and ferere. Falfly to accufc our- 

* felves, heaven mud abhor. Then it isjuftand right 

* that innocence fliould fufier ; for heaven muftbe juft in 

* all its ways. Perhaps by that we are kept from moral 
' evils, much worfe than penal, or more improved ia 

* virtue. Or may not the Icfler ills that we fufilam be 

* made the means of greater good to others ? Might aH 

* the joy lefs days and flceplcfs nights that I have paft", 

* but purchafe peace for thee. 

. * Thou dear, dear caufe of all my grief and pain $ 

* Small were the lofs, and intinite the gain, 

* Though to the grave in fee ret love I pine, 

' So life and fame^ and bappinefs were thine.' 

Ma, What news of Barnwell ? 

fr. None; I have fought htm with the greate ft dili- 
gence, but all in vain. 

Ha, Does my father yet fufpe^St the caufe of his ab* 
fence ? 

TV*. AH appeared fo juft and ^ir to him, it is not 
poffible he ever fhould. But his abfence will no longer 
be concealed. Your father is wife; and though he 
feems to hearken to the friendly excufes I would make 
for Barnwell, yet^ 1 am afraid he regards 'em only as 
fuch, without fuffering them to influence his judg- 
ment. 

* Mar^ How does the unhappy youth defeat all our 

* deiigns to fcrve him ? yet I can never repent what we 

* have done* Should he return, 'twill make his recon- 

* ciliation with my father eafier, and preferve him from 

* .Aiture reproach of a malicious unforgiving world.' 



Tb0r^ Thift wocmifrhere lia» g^Ten me Afad, mf, Bf« 
ibig fome circumibuiocs, too probata nn necount of Bm^ 
YttWi defe^on. 

X.«(^. I am feny, ^ir, that m3r fraak confefliein of 
my Ibrmer uahappy courfe o# life, ihouUI caufe }rpU to 
AiTpedt my truth on th>6 eeea&ott, 

fh^, n i» Bot that ; your confeQbft hat ift-it all tfie 
appearaace. of truth. Among many other piniculan, 
ffte informs me, that Barnwell has beeq influenced to 
break his truft, and wrong me at fe^^en( times, of con- 
fiderable faihs of money* Now as I know this to be 
iaMf^ I would i^ doubt the whole of her relation^ too 
dreadful to be willingly believed. . 

Ma* Sir, your paidpn; I find myfeiron afudden ib 
indifpos'd that I^mudretidre., * Providence oppofea all 
* atteuMjits to fave him,' Poor ruined Barnwell 1 Wretdi- 
edy loft Maria I [Afi^- Exit^Mm^^ 

Thor. How am I diilreffid on every fide? Pity i(» 
that unhappy youth, fear ior the l\fe of a mueh. valae4 
friend, and then my child— -—the only joy and 

hope of i^y declining^ life ! ■ Her melai^cbpiy in*« 
creiifes hourly, and gives me painful apprehennoms q£ 

her lofs Oh, Trueman, this per£bn iniorms me' that 

your friend, at the indigacioxi of an impiouawomax^ it 
gone'to rob and murder lus venerable uncle* 

Tr, Oh,, execi-able deed ! I am blailed with^ the hofvor 
i the thought ! * 

l^ry. This delay m^y. ruin alU 

Th^r. What to da or think* I know not, That he, 
ever wroug'dme, I know is falfe.; the xdk majc be ^ 
too 'r there's all my hope. 

Tr. Truft not to that j rather {uppole all true^ thaa 
loie z: moment's trme» Even now the. horrid deed may' 
be dolng-«- dreadful ima^natlon ! -«— -or it may he done^- 
aad. we be vVinly debating on, the means ta prevent what, 
is already pail:.. 

7/^r. Thiseaioieflneis convinces me, that he knowa 
, more than he has yet difcovered* What, ho>^ without 
therci who waits? 

Knter a Servavt;, 
Order the groom ta faddle the fwi&efi.horfe, and pre*; 
P a pare' 
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pare to fct out with fpcci ; t^n ^5air of life and deatlt 
demands hi» diligence. lExit Servimt^] For^you^ whole 
behaviour on this- occafion I have no time to commendi 
as It dcferves, I muft cn^ge your further affiftance* 
Return and obferve this Millwood till I conte.. .1 have 
your dircdlons^ and will follow you as foon as poffible* 
[Exit hucy,1 Trueman, you^ I am furc, wiU not^ 
Jdte oi^ this occafion* (Exit Thorojvgood^. 

Tr^ He only who is a fnend can judge of my diftrefs.. . 

[Exiu. 
SCENE^ MillwojdV a///J, 

Enter Millwood. 

MslL I wifti I kticw the event of his defign. The 
attempt without fuccefs would ruin htm. Well ; whaf 
have I to apprehend from thiat ? I fear too much. * The. 
mifchief being only intended, his friends, through pi ty- 
of his youth, turn all their rage on me. I fhould have 
thoughtof that before. Suppofe the. deed done ; then^ 
and then only, I ihall be fccure— Or what if be returns 
without attempting it at all I- — 

^a/^ Barnwell ^/»^i 
But he is here, and I have done him wrong; His 
bloody hands fhew he has done the deed, but Ihew he 
wants the prudence to conceal it- 

Barn. Where ftiaH I hidfe me > Whither (hall- 1 fly, to- 
avoid the fwift unerring hand of juftice ? 

Wti, Difinifs your fears : though thoufands had pur- 
fuedyou to the door, yet being entered here, you are as 
fafe as inpocence. I have a cavern-, by art lb cunningly 
contrived, that the piercing eyes of jealoufy and re- 
venge may fcatx:h in vain, nor find the entrance to thc 
fafe retreat- There will I hide you, if any cJangcrV 
near. • 

Bam, Ob,, hide me from myfelf if it be pofliblc ; 

for while I bear my confciencc in- my bofom-, though I 
were hid where man'is eye never faw,. nor light e*er 
dawn'd, 'twere all in vainv For,. Oh, that inmate, that' 
impartial judge, will try, convift, and fentence me for 
murder, and execute me with never-ending torments. 
Behold thefe hands, all crimfoned o'er with my dear 
uncle's blood. Here's a fight to make a ftatue fli^rt with 
horror, or turn a living man into a (hitue !" 

1 Mi'h 
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Af^* Ridiculous ! Then it feems you are afraid of you> 
own ihadoWy or wKat^s lefs than a fhadovyr, your con- 
fcience. 

Barn, ThoUgh to man unknown' I did the accurfed aft^ 
what can we hide from hea«en's all-feeing eye ? 

jW7/w No more of this ftuflf! What advantage havc^ 
you made of his death ; or what advantage may yet be 
made" of it ? Did you fecure the keys of .his treafure, 
which, no doubt, were about him ? What gold, what 
jewels^ or what el£e of value have you brought me ? 

Barn, Think you I added facrilcge taniurdcr ! Oh,, 
liad you fcen him as his life flowed from him in a crim- 
fon flood, and heard him praying for me by the double, 
nam? of nephew and of murderer; (alas, alas,, he ,kncwv 
notjhen,nhat his nephew was his murderer !) how would* 
you have wifh'd,, as I did, though you had* a thoufand 
years of life to come,, to have give them all to hivej 
lengthened his one hour. But being dead, I fled the 
light of what iny hands done ; nor could I, to have 
gained the empire of the world, have violated,, by theft^. 
his facred corpfe^ 

Mil, Whining, prepbflerous, cantliig villain ! to mur- 
der your uncle, rob him of life, nature's firft, lafl", 
dear prerogative, after which there's no. injury, thca 
fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring to me; 
your penury and guilt. Do you think I'll hazard my. 
reputation, nay, my life, to entertain youi 

Barn,. Oh, Millwood!— —this from thee ? B ut 
I have done. If you hate me, if you vviih me dcadr 
then are you happy. ; for, Oii, *tis fure my grief will, 
qiuckly end' me. 

Mllp In his madnefs he will difcover all^. and involve 

me in his ruin. We are on a precipice from, whence- 

there's no retreat for both.— -Then to prefer ve myfclf 

■■ ^^[Paufes."] ■ T here is no other way.— — — 

*Tis dreadful, but. reflection, comes too; late when dan- 

fjcr's preffing, and there's no room for choice,.——— 
t muft be done. \^AJtde,. Rings a helly enter a/erva^,"] 
Fetch me an officer, and feize this villain. He has 
confefs'd himfclf a murderer. Should I let him efcape^ I 
might juftly be thought as bad as h^. [^Exitfervaju.r 

Bara, Oh, Millwood ! fare yau do not, you cannot 

mean 
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mean it» Stop tbe mefl^nger; upon my knees, Z fceg;^ 
youM eall him back, ^t fit I die indeed^ but not by 
you. I will this iaftant deliver myfelf into the handft 
•F jttfBce, indeed I will ; for death is all 1 wifii. But 
thy ingratitude fo tears my wounded ibul, 'tis vicitt teir 
fhoufsmd times than death with torture* 

Mil Call it what you will ; I am wilGng to lhre« and 
liTefecure) which n6thln|; but your death csm warrant* 

BarM. If there be a pitch of wickednefs dut fetF the 
author beyond the reach of vengeance, irou muft b& 
fecure. But what remains for me, but a diunal dungeon, 
hard gaUing fetters, an awfut trial, and an ignominsoas 
deaths iVkmy tb fiU upitied and abhorred r ^ After 

• desth to be fufpended between heaven and. earth, a 
^ dreadful fpe^bcle, the warning and horror of a gaping^ 

• croud !^ This I 'could bjcar. nay, wifli not to avoid^ 
had it but come from any hand but thine. 

JEfiter Blunt, ^ficfr^ and attendants^ 
Mil. Heaven defend me! Conceal a murderer ! Heve^ 
Sir, take this youth into your cuflody, I accufe him os 
murder, and will appear to make good my charge* 

{TBey/eiae i^mm^ 

JBoffi. To whoni, of what, oir how ifaall I comjplain It 

V\\ not accufe her., The hand of heaven is in it, and< 

this the punifliment ofliifland parricide* ^ Yetliea- 

• ven, that juftly cuts me ofiV f^W fuffers her toi live ;^ 
^ perhaps topumflt others. Tremendous mercy !' So 

• fiends are curs'd whh immortality to be the execu«» 

• tioners of heaven.T ' 

Be warned, ye youth*, who fee ray iad-defpair r ' . ' 
Avoid lewd women, fiilfe as they are fair. 

* By reaibn guided, honed Joys purfue :: 1, 

* The fair to. honour, and" to virtue true, >* 

* Juft to herfelf, willneVMfolfe to you.* Ji 
By my example learn to (bun my fatet, , 
(How wretched is themnn wbo*s wife toot late!)- 

Ere innocence,, and fame, and life be iofl,, 
Here purchafe wifdom cheaply, at my cofl, 

[/^^re-i^a/ Barnwell, officer^, and.t^tefljantt.. 
Mi. Where*S Lucy ? Why is, fhe abfeat at fuich a. 
time? ' 

SJmiti 
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Blunt* -Wouid' I had been fo too ! Lucy will foon be 
here ; and I hope to thy confufion, thou devil ! 

ML Infolent ! This to me ? 

Blunt. The warft that we know of the devil is, that 
he firft feduces to fin, and then betrays to punifliment. ' 

[Exit Blunt, 

Mif. They difapprovc of n)y conduct then, * and 
* mean to take this opportunity -to fet up for themfelves* 
— —-My ruin is refolved,— I fee my danger, but 
fcom both it and them. I was not born to fall by fuch 
weak inflruments. [Going. 

Enter Thorowgood. 

Thor, Where is thefcandal of her own fex, and curfc 
of ours ? 

Mil. What means this infolencc? Whom do yon 
fcek ? ^ 

^Jhor. Millwood. 

MiU* Well, you have found her then. I am IV£llu 
wood. 

Tbor. Then you arc the mofl impious wretch that 
e'er the fun beheld. 

Mil. From your appearance I fhould have expelled 
wifdom and moderation, but your manners belie yoiit 
sfpe£t« What is your bufinefs here ? I know you not. i 

fhvr. Hereafter you may know oie better; I am 
Barnwell's mailer. 

Mil. Then you are mafter to a villain, which, I think, 
is not much to your credit. 

Thor. Had he been as much above thy arts, as my 
credit is fuperior to thy malice, I need not have bluA)e4 
toownhtm. . ' 

Mil. My arts! I don't underftand you, Sir; ifheha$ 
done amifs, what's that, to me? Was he my fervant, 
or yours ? You Ihould have taught him better. 

'fbor. Why ihould I wonder to find fuch uncommon 
impitdence in one arriv'd to fuch a height of wickednefs ? 
* When innocence is bani(hed, modeily foon follows/ 
Know, forcerefa, I'm not ignorant of any of the arts 
by wjiich you firft deceived the unwary youtlu I know 
how, ilep by ilep, you've led him, on, reludant and un* 
fvilltfi|;, from crime to. crime, to this laft- horrid ad^^ 

whicb 
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which 3rou contrived, and by your curfed wUn tret 
forced him to commti. 

Mil. Ha ! Lucy has got the advmt^* and accufed 
me firft. Unlers I can turn the accuiation, and fix it 
upon her and Blunt, I am loft. [-4^* 

. Thor, Had I known your cruel defign iboner, it had 
beea prevented. T6 fee you punifhed, as the lax7 direct 
it all that now remains. Poor fatisfaidtion \ forhe^ in- 
nocent as he is, compared to you, muft fufifer too. * Sut 

* heaven who knows our frame, and gracibuAy diftin- 

* guiihes between frsdlty and prefumption, will make a 
' difference, though man cannot, who fees not the 
> heart, butonlyjudgesby the outward action.' 

Mil. I find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our feN 
vants. ) was/fuifpri^ed at'Atch iH ti^eatsnent without 
caufip.from a gentleman of your appearance, and ther^ 
fore too hafUIy returned it : for which! aikvour. pardon. 
I now perqeive y<Hi have been- ixi far impoied oo> as to 
think me engaged in a former correfpondence with your 
fef vaot, ai\d feme wiiy or otheir OiPcef&ry to his undoing. 

^bn-. I charge you as the caufe, the fole cajufe of Jdi 
)ut guilt, and all his fu&ring, of all he now endures^ 
^ify^ mufl QaduJ?e, till « violent and ihamefnl death fhatf 
put a dreadful period to bis life aad miferiea together. 
Aff/.v 'Tis Yc^^ ftrange ! But who's iecure fiw» fcati* 
' dal and detraction ? So far from contribmiag to his 
n»in, I never fpoke to hba till fince this fiual accident^ 
which I lament as much as you. *Tis ttue^ I havet 
iervaat, os whofe a^covnt he hath of kte frequeifeted 
my bouie. If flie has abufcd my good opkjott of beiv 
am I to blame I Has not Barnwell done the famebj 
you? 

?iW. I hear you ; pray g« on.. 
ML I have been injfovmeid he had a violent paifBoa 
for hier^ and ihe for lum 2 but till now i always thooght 
4t innocent. I know ber poor, aad i^ca to expen&e 
]^eafure8. Now^ who can teU but fhe ma^ hare infltf- 
cneed the anonms youth to commit this murder to 
iiipply hfir eatrayaaanciea. ■ It asuft be fer 1 now 
secd[ie£k a thoufanS circumfhrnces that cenfirm it. V^ 
^ve hcr^ and a^ man fei^vant whOB» I f«fpe6l -as ^aa ap* 
complice, fecurcd immediately. I hope^ Sir, yt>u will 
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lay afide your ill-grounded fufpicions of me, andjoia 
Co punkh the real contrivers of this Uoody deed* 

{Offers to f 9. 

Thor^ Madam, you pafs not this way : I fee your de- 
.fign, but fliall protect them from your malice, 

MiU I hope you will not ufe your infldence, and the 
credit of your name to fcreen fyich guilty wcctcheiv 
Coniider, Slr> the wickedne^ of perfuading a thought* 
4c(s youth to fuch a crime. 

Thor. I do and of betraying him when it wai 

done. 

Mil. That which you call betraying him may con- 
"Vince you of my innocence. She who loves him, though 
Xhe contrived the murder, would never have delivered 
him into the hands of juitice, as I, ftrock with horror 
^ his crimes, have done. 

Thor. How fliould an unexperienced youth efcape her 
Ihaffes ? * The powerful magic of her wit and form 
** might betray the wifefi to (imple dotage, and fire the 

* blood that age had froze long fince.' Even I, that 
with juil prejudice came prepared, had by her artful 
ilory been deceived, but that my ftrong conviction of her 

f;uilt makes even a doubt impoilible« [jpde.'\ Thofe whom 
ubtilly you would accufe, you know are ^our accufers ; 
And, which proves unanfweiably their innocence and 
your ^uilt, they accufcd you before the deed wasdon^, 
^nd did all that was in their power to prevent it. 

* Mil. Sir, you are very hard to be convinced; but I. 
have a proof, \Uiicb, when produced, will (ile^ce all 
bbjodtions. V^^^ Millwoed^ 

jE«/^Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, queers, J3fc. 
' Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yonrfelves, fomc •none 
fide of that door, and fome on the other; watch her 
^entrance, and a£t as your prudence (hall dire^you* This 
tray, [To Thorowgood.] and note her behaviour. I have 
^bferved her, file's driven to the iaft extremity, and is 
forming fbme defperate refolution. I guefs at her deiign. 
jRt-enter Millwood w//^ a plfiol^ Trueman y<T»r« her* ' 
Tr. Here thy power oi doing mifchief ends, deceit^* 
ful, cruel, bloody woman ! 

MIL Fool, hypQcrite, villain, man! thou canft noi 
call me thM* - 

fr. 
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Tr. To call thee woman were to wrong thy fex, thou 
4eyil ! 

Mtl. That imaginary being is an emblem of thy cur- 
fed fex colleded. A mirror, wherein each particulr man 
may fee his own likenefs, and that of all mankind*. 

nor. Think not by aggravating the faults of others 
to extenuate thy own, otwhich the abufe of fuch un- 
common perfeftions of mind and body is not the leafl. 

* Mtl. If fuch I had, well may I curie your barbarouj 
fex, who robbed me of *em ere I knew -their worth ; 
then left me, too late, to count their value by their lofe. 
Another and another fpoiler came, and all my gain was 
poTcrty and reproach. My foul difdain'd, and yet dif- 

' dains, dependance and contempt. Riches, no matter 
by what means obtained, I faw fecured the worft of 
men from both, I found it therefore neceflary to be 
rich, and tq that end I .fumrhoned ail my arts. You call 
•cm wicked, be it fo, they were fuch as my cenverfa- 
tion with your fex had furniihed me withal. 

fifor. Sure none but the worft of men converfcd with 
thee. 

Ml. Men of all degjrees, and all profeflions, I bavc 
known, yet found no difference, but in their feveral ca- 
pacities; all were alike wicked to the utmofl of their 
power. * In pride, contention, avarice, cruelty, and 

* revenge, the reverend pnefthood were my unerring 

* guides. From fuburb magiftrates, who live by ruined 

* reputations, as the unhofpitable natives of Cornwall do 
«..by fiiipwrccks, I learned, that to charge my innocent 
-• neighbours with my crimes, was to merit their pro- 

* te6tion : for to fcreen the guilty is the lefs fcandalous^ 

* when many are fufpeded ; and^ detfaddon, like dark- 

* nefs and death, blackens all obje^s and levels all di- 

* ilinftion. Such are your venal magiflrates, who favour 

* none but fuch as by their office they are fworn to punifti. 

* "Virith them, not to be guilty is the worft of crimes, and 

* large fees privately paid are every needful virtue. 

* Thor. Your pradice has fufficiently difcovered your 

* contempt of laws, both human and divine j no won- 

* der then that you fhould hate the officers of both*. 

* Mil.* I know you,' and I hate you all ;" I expeAoo 
mercy, and I aft for none ; I followed my inclinauonsv 

aad 
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and that the beft of you do every day. * All anions 

* feem alike aataral and indlffer^iit td man and beaft, who . 

* devour, or arc devoured, as they mect> with otheri 

* weaker or ll!*ongci^ than themfcfves. 

* i:hoK\ What pityit i«a mind fo com{>rchcfefitc, dar« 

* ing, and inquilitive, fliould be a granger to religion's 

* fwect and powerful charras ! 

* MiL I am not fool enough to b'e ah atheifb, though 

* I hkve known enough of men^s hypocrify to make a, 
*' thoufand liniple women fo. Whatever religion is ia, 

* itfelf, as pra^tifed by mankind, it hascaufed the evils 

* you fay it was defigncd to cure. War,, plague, and 

* famine h Ave not ddftroyed fo many of the human race,. 

* as this pretended pietjr has done ; and with fuch bar- 

* barous cruelty, as it the only way to' honour heaven 

* were to turn tbe prefent world into hell. 

* nor. Truth is truth, though from an enemy, and* 

* fpokenin malice. You bloody, blind, and ruperllitiouff 

* bigots, how will you anfwer this ? 

* MlV What sre your laws, of which you make ydiir 
boaft, but the fotol's wifdoni, and the coward's valour,. 
the inftrument and fcreen of all your villanies? ^f. 
them you punifli in others what you adl yourfelves, or. 
would have a£led, had you been in their circuraflances. 
The judge, who condemns the poor man for being a. 
thief, had been a thief him Pel f had he been poor.* 
Thus you go op deceiving aiid being deceived, harralUng, . 
plaguing, and deftroying one another. But women arc > 
your univerfal prey. 

Women, by whom you are, the fource of joy, 
With cruel arts you labour to deflroy : 
' A thoufand ways our ruin you purfue, 
. Yet' blame in us thofc arts firft taught by you. 
Oh, may from hence each violated maid. 
By flattering, faithlefs, barb'rous man betrayM, 
When robb'd of innocence, and virgin fame^ 
From your deftrudifon raife a nobler name, 
To avenge their fcx's wrongs devote their mkid, . . 
\ And future Millwoods prove to plague mankind. 
. * \Exeunt. 

End of the Fourth Act. 

E ACT 



JO tJEORGE BARNWeLL^ 

A C T V. 

* SC£N E, a room in a prifon, 
* J5«/fr Thorowgood, Blunt, and l^^Acy* 

* Thorowgood. 

* T Have recommended to Barnwell a reverend divine, 
^ A whofe judgment and integrity I am well acquainted 

* with. Nor has Millwood been iieglefted; but (lie, 
*' unhappy woman, ftill obftinate, re'fufes his affillancc- 

* Lucy, This pious charity to the afflicted well be- 

* comes your chara6ter ; yet pardon me, Sir, if I won- 
*' der you were not at their trial. 

' * Tkor. I knew it was impoffible to fave him ; and I 

* and my family b^r fo great a part in his diflrefs, that 

* to have been prefent would but have aggravated our 

* f rrows without relieving his. 

* Blunts It was mournnil indeed. Barnwell's youth 
/* and mcdeft deportment, as he pafled, drew tears from 

*" every eye. When placed at the bar, and arraigned be- 
♦' fore the reverend judges, with many tears and intcr- 

* rapting fobs, he confefled and aggravated his offences, 

* without accufing, or once reflecting on Millwood, the 
^'ihamelefs author of his ruin. But (he, dauntlefs and 

* unconcerned, ftood by his lide, viewing with vifible 
*• pride and contempt the vaft afTembly, who all with 
*'fympath!zing forrow wept for the wretched youth. 

* Millwood, when called ujpon to ianfwer, loudly in(i(Ved 
*' upon her innocence, and made an artful and a bold 

* defence-; but finding all in vain, the impartial jury 

* and the learned bench concurring to find her guilty, 

* how did (lie curfe herfelf, poor Barnwell, us, ' her 

* judges, 'all mankind. But what could that avail? 

* She was condemned, and is this day to fufTer with 

* him.' 

* 7hor, The time draws on. I am going to vifit 

* Barnwell, as you are Millwood. 

* Lucy. We have not wronged her, yet I dread this in- 

* terview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and un- 

* 'forgiving. To be the branded inftruments of ven- 

* ^eance, to fufier in her fhame, and lympathize with 

* her 
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* Ber in all fhe fufFers, is the tribute we muft pay for 

* our former iJI-fpcnt lives, and long confederacy with 

* her in wickednefs. . - 

* Thor. Happy for you it ended when it did. What 
•• you have done again ft Millwood I know proceeded front 

* a juft abhorrence of her crimes, free from interell, 

* malice, cm- revenge. Profelytcs to virtue fliould be 

* encouraged; purfue 'your purpofed reformation, and 

* know mc hereafter for your friend. 

' hncy^ This is a bleffing as unhoped for as unmerited^ 

* But heaven, that fnatched us from impending ruin^ 

* fure intends you as its inftrumcnt to fecure us froiii 

* apoftacy. 

• VSer, With gratitude to impute your deliverance tok 

* heaven is juft. Many lefs virtuoufly difpofed than 

* Barnwell was, have never fallen in the manner he ha» 

* done. May not fuch oive their fafety rather to Pro- 

* videncc than to themfelves ? With pity atid compaf- 

* fion let us judge him. Great were his faults, but; 

* ilrong was the temptation* Let his ruin teach us dlffi- 

* dence, humanity, and circirmfpeftion ; for if we,^ 

* who wonder at his fate, had like him been tried, likq 

* him perhaps we had fallen.* 

SCENE, a dangeouy a taSle^ and a lamp. Bamwcll readings 

Enter Thorowgood at a dijtanccl 
Thor. There fee the bitrer fruits of pai3ion*s deteftcd 

reign, andfenfual appetite indulged; fevere reflections, 

penitence, and tears. 

Barn* My honoured, injured mafter, whofe goodnefa 

has covered mc a thpufand times with ftiame, forgive 

this laft unwilling difrefpcift. Indeed 1 faw you not. 
Thor, *Tiswcll; I hope you are better emplbyed in 

viewing ofyourfelf; ' your journey's long, your time 

* for preparation almoft fpem.' I fent a reverend divin<5 
to teach you to improve it, and ftiould be glad to hear 
of hisfuccefs. 

Barn, The word of truth, which he recommended 
for my conftant companion in this my fad retirement, has 
at length, removed the doubts I laboured under. From 
thence I've lea-ned the infinite extent of heavenly 
iBCrcy J that my offences, though great, arcr not unpar- 
E 2 dcnable : . 
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dooable: a^id that *tis not my intcreft only, but my - 
duty, to bclieye and to rejoice in my hope. So.fliall 
heaven receive the glory, and future penitents the pro* 
|lt of my example* 

Thor, Proceed. . j 

Barn. 'Tis wonderful that words (hould charm deipajr, 

(peak peace aijd pardon to a raurdetei 's confcieiide ; but 

iruih and mercy flow in every itntence, attended with 
brce and energy divine. How lliall Tdefcribe my ppc- 
f^^nt ftate.of mibd? I hope in doubt, and trembling; I 
rejoice 5 I feel my grief inci cafe, even as my fears givo 
^ay. Joy and gratitude now fupply more tears than tho 
horror and anguifli of defpair before. 

Thor* Thefe.are the geuuinc fignsof true repcntaiicc ; 

the only preparatory, the certain way to cvcrlafting 

peace. * Oh, the joy it gives to fee a foul formed and 

prep?reiJ for heaven ! Por this the faithful nainiflcr dc- 

* votes hioaf^f to^ meditation, abilinence, and pr^y^r, 
f (hunning the vain delights of fenfual joys, and diaily 

* .dies, that others may hve for ever. For this he turn* 

* the rac;red volumes o!er, and fpends his Xik in painful 

* fi^arch of truth. The love of riches and the luft of 

* j>ower, he looks upon with juft cgntetttpt 4md.det€d[hi« 

* tion ; he only counts for wealth the fouls hcwrins,^ap4 
< his higheft ambition is to ferve mankind. If the re* 

* ward of all Jbii^ pajn* be to preferve one foul from 
^ lir^^^rii^, or turn one from the error of his wii^'S, 

* bo^does he ,tben rejoice, a^d oynja his little iabouii^ 

* overpaid V ' 

JS^n* WJtkat do I a^t for aJH your generous kind^oTs? 
P^t tbpugb I cannot, heaven can and will reward you* 

fhgr. To fee thee thus, is joy too ^i^x for wo^ds. 
F«rewrf.-^T-rIfcay,en 4lrengthen the^ :r--r-wFai;ewel, 

B^n. Oh, S(lr, there'* lomething I wojuid foy, if nay 
&4 fwcUio^ghe^rt wo.ul^ grve me leave. 

fJfQr, Give \% vent a while, aud try. 

Barn, I had a friend-; — 'tis true I am unwortby-^^^ 
y^t nx^exhioks ypuir generotis example njigbt perfuad'e^— - 
Could I not fee hun oxlcc> befcuce J go irom whenco 
ii^ere's no retjum ? ^ 

72w. He's coming, and J^s much thy friend as e»er, 
I will not 4piicipate his forrow i too .(o^A h$;'U f<se tU 
' . ' fad 
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fad effed of this contagious ruin. This torrent of do* 

meffic mifcry bears too hard upon roc» I muft retire td. 

.indulge a weaknefs I findimpoffiblc to overcome. [./J^.] 

Much loved and much lamented youth ! Fare- 

wel.—— Heaven flrengthen thee. Eternally 

farcwel. 

Barn. The bed of mafters and of men FarcweL 

, "While 1 live let me not want your prayers. 

7b0r. Thou Ihalt not. Thy peace being made with 
heaven, death is already vanqulfhed. Bear a little longer 
the pains that attend this traniitory life, and ceafe from 
pain for ever. \^Exit Thorowgood*^ 

Bam, Perhaps I fhall. I find a power within, that 
bears my foul above the fears of death, and,. fj>ite of 
c«nfcious ibame and jguilt, gives me a tafle of pleafure 
more than mortaK 

Enttr TxVLtm^n anJ Ketper. 

Keep^ Sir, there^ the prifoner. \jExit Keeper. 

Bam. Trneman ! My friend, whom I fo wilhra to 

fee, yet now he's here, I dare not lodk upon him. 

iWeeps^ 

9r. Oh, BafrnweH?' Barnwell] 

Barft. Mercy ! Mercy ! gracious heaven !' For deaths 
but not for this, I was prepared. 

7r; What have I futfered fince I faw thee laft ! WHiat 
fain has ab(ence given me !— — But, Oh, to fee thee 
thus ! — — 

Bora. I know it i& dreadful !' I feel the anguiflr of 
thy generous foul i -" ■ But I was born to murder all 
who love me. [Beth iveep* 

fr. I came not to reproach you f I thought to bring 
ou comfort ; but I'm deceived, for I have none to give^ 

came to ihare thy forrow, but cannot bear my own* 

Barn. My fcnfe of guilt indeed you cannot know ; 
*ti$ what the good and innocent, like you, can n6*cr 
eooceive : but other griefs at prefent I have none, but 
what 1 fed for you. In your forrow I read you love me 
ftill ; but yet, methinks, *tis (Irange, when I Confidtr 
what I am. 

7>. No more of that; I can remember nothing but 

thy virtues, thy honcft,. tender friendftiip, our former 

"ha^py Hate and prefent roifery. Oh, had you truAed me 

E J when 
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^heivivit the ^rfeducer teo3|Ked yovi» all mi^r Wt^ 
l?i^n prcvcAte^. 

Sqrff. Alas^ tliQU knowelL not what a wrench Vv^ 
b^fl^ Breach of frieudfliip wa^ my firft a«4 kaft of- 
JbsnpCf ^9 fs^r ws^ I lo^l to gQQcbefs;^ Co dmoted. to th< 
author of my ruin, that had flic inlifted on iny mwr* 
dcrin^ thee,. ^... j . . 1 thi ^u.!* . . .I gxouid have 
done It. 

7r. PrVthce* aggravate thy faylts ubo nj«ic, 

JS^rn* 1 thmk I Ihould ! Thus good ax^ g^|i^Kxu& ai 
j^p^ at^i I AiQuld hav^ murdexed you ! 

7r« tV^e have not yet embraced, and vpftf, he 'mttir'* 
4PU£|tcd, Cojne to n>y arms. 

^^m. Never, npver will I tafte fuch j^ys oik earth ; 
ni:ver will I fo fopthe nkf jirfl remode, Are tho(« 
honcfi arms and faithful bofom fit tp eii^ra;^ a^d.^ 
fupport a murderer P Th^fe icon ft^teiis only (hall clafp, 
s^fi fUmy pavement bear me; [tirm^^ag bitvfilf 0»tle 
ff^ilKf^i J^v^iVthefe too good for fuch a blood^r moafier. 

7r, Shall fortune fever thofe whom fnendfliip JQiivei } 
Thy H^iferies cannot lay thee fo low, but love will find 
ihce* Here will we offer .to fi^ calamity.; this place 
tbf^^H^r^ .an4 ourfelvea the facrificeu Our mi]tu4 groans 
Ihall echo to each other through the dreary* vault ; ouf 
fighsibaH iiumber themomems.as theypaU^ and ming- 
ling tears omimumcate fuQh. anguiAi, as. words wer« 
never made to exprefs. 

* J^n^ Then be itfo. lRiJt»^J] Since yow prope(«.an 
ii^tcccourfe of woo, plaur all your griefs mto my brcail, 
and. in exchange take mine. lEmhacing,'] Whereas now 
th^.. anguifh that you promifed ? You've taken mine, 
aod make me np return. Sure peace and comfort dwell 
within thefe anus, and forrow can't approach me white 
I am. here. * This too is the worlt or heaven ; which 

* having before fpoke peace and pardon to me^now fends 

* thee to conjfirm it.' Oh, take, take fomc of the joy 
that, overflows my brcaft ! 

Tr, I do, I do. Almighty power J.hqw/ haS thou 
made us capable to bear at once the extremes Qf, pleafure 
gjcii^Qf.p^n, ' • 

Enter K^e^ir* 

Keek. Sir. 

fu 



€>]gGftdB' fc'ARNWEtL. ' jj 

<'fr,Tcome. [Eitt ^e^^fm 

Barn* Muft you leave me? Death would fodrt* Kiwrd 

f«f tod tts for cvCT. 

- Tr* Oh, my Barnwell ! there's yet another tafli b^ 

iwndi Again- your heart mull: bleed for other^^woes*' 
Barn. To meet and pirt with you I th<>aght wsrt alt 

t ha'd*todo on earth. Wh*c is there more for me* to do or 

Tr. I dread to tell thee, yet it mwft be knbwn 1 
Maria 

Barn. Our mafter's fair and virtuous daughter ?-*— • 
■ Tr. The fame. 

Bant. N^ Hn'reforttme, I hope, has reached th^t mnid! 
Plteferveher, heaven, friwrv every ilt, tafhew mankind 
thHiCipodNwrs is- your qat»ev . 

Tr. Thy, thy misfortune©, ray xinhftfpy friend, har^ 
lPeAch\ect*he!<.'' Whafever you* and I have felr, and more, 
if more be poffible, flie feels for you. 

* Bam. * I know he doth abhor a Ke, and w^ould not 
^ trifle with hw dying friend.* , This is indeed the bitter- 
fiefs- of death. [^tie^ 
■ -fh You mu^ remember (for weafl'ob<erv?edij) for 
ftlittB ti«ia pa4>, a- heavy melancholy/ weighed her doWnV 
Difconfolnte fhe feemed, awd- pined'ancPlanguafhed from a. 
caufe unkiiown ; till, hearing of yotrr dreadful fate, thfe 
h>flg-flifed fbnlebW.ed out ; * (he wept, and= wrung her 

* hands ^ and tore her hair/ and in the tranfpprt of her 
griaf difcov^ed her own loft* ftate, while fbe lamented; 
yours. 

' B^n» * W411- all the p^i> I feel reftorc thy eafe, loveA 

• ly unhappy maid ! [PFie/>Ing,Y W^Y 4id you not let 
ttit^ &e^ afid never know it ? 

• ?/\ It was impoifible. She malees no feerct of her 
paffion for you; (he is determined' to fee you ere you 
die, and waitd for me to introduce her. 

[i?;r/VTraefttaiiv 
Bam. Vain, bufy thoughts, be ftiU ! What avails it 
to think on^ what I might have been ? I now ain--*- 
what' I' veinftde myfett. 

Enier Trueman and Maria. 
f^. Midam, relu<5tant I lead you to this difmal fcene. 
'nii«'iB' thjB-feAt of mifcrjr and gui4t, Hfere-awfiil j w iHce 

refervcs 
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rdferves her publick Tidlitns. This is the entrance tQ 
afbamefuldeath. 

Mn, To this fad place then no improper gueft» the 
abandoned loft Maria brings defpair, and fees the fub-' 
je6t and the caufe of all this world of woe* Silent and 
motionleia he flands^ as if his foul had quitted her 
abode^ and the lifelefs form alone wps left behind,* *■ yet 

* that fo perfe^, that beauty and death, ever at enmity^ 

* now feem united there.* 

Barn. * I groan, but murmur not/ Juft heaven! I 
am your own ; do with me what you pleafe. 

Ma. Why are your ftreaming eyes ftill fix*d betow^ 
4IS though thouMft^ve the greedy earth thy forrows, and 
lob me of my due ? Were happinefs within your powerv 
you (hould beftow it where you pleafed ;, but in yeus 
mifery I mu ft and will partake. 

Bam.. Oh^ (ay not fo, but By, abhcir, and leave me 
to my fate. Confider what you are, * how vaft your 

* fortune, and how bright your fame. Have pity on 

* your. youth, yourheauty,^ and unequalled virtue; for 

* which fo many noble peers have fighed in vain/ Bleis 
with your charms fome honourable lord. * Adprn witb 

* your beauty, and by your example improve^, the Eng- 

* lift) court, that juftly claims fuch merit i* ifo- fliaU 1 
quickly be to you— —as though I had never been* 

Ml.. When I forget you, I muft be fo indeed^ Rea-^^ 
fon, choice, virtue, all forbid it. Let women Kke 
Uillwood, if there are more fuch women, fmile bk 
profperity, and in adverfity forfake. Be it the.prid^ 
of virtue to repair, or to pafiake, the ruin fuch have 
made*. ' 

Tr. Lovely ill-fated maid [ * Wa& there ever fuch ge* 
> nerous diftrefs before ! How muft this pierce his grate* 

* ful heart, and aggravate his woes / 

Barn. Ere I knew guilt or fliame,^ when fortunci 
fmiled,^^ and when my youthful hopes were at the high- 
eft;, if then to have railed my thoughts t<} you, had 
Jbeen. prefuipption in me never to have been: pardoned,- 
think how much beneath yourfdf you coddefcend taref 
gard me now. 

* Ma. Let herblulh^ who proftering love,' invadps the 

* freedom of your.fex'a choice, and meiuily fuea in 

^- hppes 
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• , hopes of a. reeum. Your inevitable Sue hath rendered 

* hope impoffible .as vain. Then why Ihould I fear.ttx 

* avow a paflion fo juft and fo difinterefted ? : 

* Tr. It any ihould take occafion from Millwood's 

* ►crimes to libel tlje be ft and faireilpart of thexrreation, 

* here let them fee their error. The raoildiftant hopes, 

* 'of ftich a tender paffioQ from fo»brighj; a maid, might 

* ^dtothe'happinefsof the moil happy, and make the 

* .greateil proud ; yet here 'tis bviChed in vain. Though! 

* by the rich prefent -the get^erous donor is undone, he 

* on whom it is bcftowcd receives no benefit. 

^ * Barn. So the aromatic fpices of the eaft, which all 

* the living covet and cfleem, are with unarailing kind*\ 

* nefs wailed on the dead.' 

Afo. Yes, fruitkfs is my love, and unavailing all my 
ftghsjuidiears* Ca^ they fave thee frop approaching 
death ? ■ ■ from fuch a death ? ■ Oh^ forrthwin: 
fi^rtable!^-"^^^ Qh, terrible idea 1 What is her mii 

* iery and diftrcfji, who fees the iiril^ lafl objca of her 

* love, for whom alone flic'd live, &r;whorn flic*d die a 

* thoufand thoiur^nd deaths, if it were poflible, expiring 

* in hcr.aravs 1 ^etihf^ is h^py, wtven conipared to me, 
\ Were millions of worlds miue,^ I'd gladly give them in 

f ex<^aage bx her condition. The moft jcohfummate - 

* woe is light .fo mine. The Ja|l of curies to other 

* miferable maidsi k all I a& for my^relief, and that's 

* denyed me. 

* Tr: Time and retfledHon cure all i;lls. 

* Mn. AH but this. His dreadful oataftrophe virtue 

* herfelf iibhors. To give a holiday to fubj^b (la^es, 

* andf palling entertain the favage hend, who elbowing 

* each other for a iighr, purfueand prefs upon him liks 

* his fete ? ■ i ■ .A mind with jMety aad;refalutiQn armed 

* may Imile on dcatb:-*— But public ignpminj, ever- 

* laflin^ (hame^ Aiame the death of fouls, to die Sk thou* 

* fand umeSf and yet furviv.ee^n death itfelf in ivcrer- 

* dying infamy ■■■■■■ Is this to beiadured? — -—- -*— 

* Caa I who live in him» and muft each hour of my de- 

* voted life feel all thefe woes renewed. ■ C an I 

* endure this ? 

* Tr. Grief has fo imjjaircd her fpirits, Qie pants, as 

* Ip the agonies of death.' 

Barn% 
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Barn. Prcfcnrc Kcr, heaven, and rcltere ber pcaecv 
aor let her death be added to my crimes. \BeUtelU^ I 
am fummoDed to mj fate. 

EnW Keeper* 

Keep, Sir, the officers attend you* Millwood is al- 
ready (ummoned. 

Beam, Tell *em, I'm ready. And now, jny friend, 
farewel. \Emhreicihg.'\ Support and comfort, the bc(E 
you can, this mourning lair. No more ^ 

Forget not t& pray forme. [Turning to Maria.] Would 
you, bright excellency, permit me the honour of a 
chgfte embrace, the laft happinefs this world could give 
were mine. \Ske inclines towards b!m^ they e/rdrace.'] Ex- 
alted gooditiefs ! Oh, turn your eyes from earth and roe 
to heaven, where virtue, like yours, is ever heard. Pray 
for the peace of my d«)dning foul. Early m]^ race of 
^ickednefs began, and ioon I rt ached the fummit. ^ Ere 

* nature has finifhcd her work, and flamped me man»> 

* juil at the time when others begin to ftray, my courfe 

* is finifhed. Though fhort my fpan of life, and few 

* my days ; yet coimt my crimes for years,, and I have 

* livtd whole ages.* Thus juftfec, in compaflion to 
mankind, cuts off a wretch like me j B^ one fuch ex- 
ample to fecure thoufands from future rttia. * Jufticd 

* and mercy are in heaven the fame ; Its utmoft feve- 

* rity is mercy to the whole; thereby to cure man's 

* folly and prdTumption, which elfe would render evea 

* infinite mercy vain arid ineffedtuah* 
If any youth like you in future times 
Shall mourn my fate, tho' he abhors my cnmefi„ 
Or tender maid like you my tale fhall hcar^ 
And to my forrows give a pitying tear ; 
To each luch melting eye and throbbing heart, 

* Would gracious heaven this benefit impart, 
' Never to know my guilt, nor feel my pain^ j^ 

Then mufl you own, you ought not to complain, i' 
Since younor weep, nor fhalTl die in vain. i 

[Exeunt Barnwell andOfficers*^ 
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•SCENE, the place of execution^ The gallows and laJJer 

* at thefartlxr end of theft age. A crowd offpeBators^ 

* Blunt and Lucy. 

. • hucyn Heavens ! What a throng'! 

* Blunt. How terrible is death when thus prepared. 

* Lucy:, Support them, heaven ! thou only canfl fup- 
^ port them ; all other help \% vain. 

Qffi<:er, \lFithin,'\ Make way there ; make way, and 

* ^ivc the prifoners room. 

* Ijucy, They are here. Obferve them well. How 

* humble and compofed young Barnwell feems ; but 
^ ^li II wood looks wild, ruffled with pafiion, confounded 
^ and amazed. 

* Enter Barnwell, Millwood, Officers^ and Executioners. 

* Barn. See, Millwood, fee, our journey's at an end. 
^. Life, like a tale that's told, is pailed away. That 

* (hort, but dark and unknown paflage, death, is all the 

* fpace between us and endlefs joys, pr woes eternal. 

* Mil, \% this the end of all no^y- flattering. hopes? 

* Were youth and, beauty given nae for a curie', and 
,* wifdom only to iftfure my ruin ? They were, they 

* were ! Heayen, thou haft done thy worft. Or, if thou 

* haft in {lore fome untried plague, fomewhat that's 

* worfe than ihame, defpair, and death, unpitied death, 

* confirmed defpair, and foul-confounding fliame ; fome- 
^ thing that men and angels can't deTcribe, and only 

* fiends, who bear it, can conceive ; now, pour it now 
' on this devoted head, that I may feel the worft thou 
^ canft inflid, and bid defiance to diy utmoft power, 

^ Barn, Yet ere we pafs the dreadfurgulph of death, 

* yet ere you're plunged in everlafting woe. Oh, b«nd 

* your ftubborn knees, and hearder heart, humbly to 

* deprecaie the wrath divine. Who knows, but heaven, 

* in your dying moments, may beftow that grace and' 
^ mercy which your life defpifcd ? 

* Mil. Why name you mercy to a wretch like mc>; 

* ,Mcrcy is beyond my hope, almoft beyond my wifti. I 
< can't repent, ndr alk to be forgiven. 

* Barn. Oh, think what 'tis lobe for ever, ever mi- 
*• ferable, nor with vain pride oppoie^ power, that's able 

* todeftroyyou^ 

I • mu 
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« Mil. That will deftroy roe : I feel it will. A dc- 

* lug^ of wrath is pouring, on my fouL Chaiiw^ dark<» 

* nei's, wheels, racks, fliacp-lVin^ed fcorpions, molten 

* lead, and whole fc'as of fulphur, arc iigbt to 'what I 

* Bam, Oh, ad^ not to your vaft' account deipair: 
< a fin more injurioua to heaveo, than all you've yet 

* committed. 

* Mi'L Oh, I have finned beyond the reach of mercy f 
! • Bmt, Oh^ fay not fo ; *ds blafphemy to think iu 

* As yon bright roof is higher than the earth, fb aiidf 
^ mtich more docs heaven's goodnefs pafs our appfehen- 

* fion. Oh, what created being Ihall prcfumer to cir- 

* CQiaCtfnbe mercy that knows no bounds ? 

* Mil. This yields no hope. Though pity may be 
*. bouxldlefe, yet 'tis free. I was doomed before the world* 

* began tocndlefs pains, and thou to joys etemd. 

* Ajrjf. Oh, graciouB heaven ! exteildthy pity to.her ;^ 
> let thy rich mercy flow in plenteous* ftream^ to chafe 

* her fears and heal her wounded foul. 

* JfeSV. It will nbtbe: your prayers" are loft in- air, 
^ or clfc returned perhaps with ddablc'blefflhg* to your 

* bofbm : they help not mc- 

* Barn. Yet hear me, MrHwood. 

* MiL AuTiy, I will not hear thee : I tell thee, youth, 

* r am by heaven defvoted a dreadful inlhnce of its, 

* power to puniih. [Barnwell y?^w^ ta fray,] If thou, 

* wilt, pray, pray for thyfelf, not me; How doth his 

* fofvenlfoul mount with his words, and both afcend to 

* 'heaven I that heaven, whofe gates areihtit with ada-. 

* man tine bars againft my prayers, had I the will to 

* pray. I cannot bear it ! Sure 'tis the worft of tor- 

* mcnts to beheld others enjoy that blifs which we raufl 

* never tafte. 

* Officer. Theutmoft limit of your time's expired. 

* JVXrV. Encompafled with'horror, whither niuft I go ?. 

* I would not live ■ nor die-^^ Thar I could 

f ccafe to be— —or ne'er had been ! , 

*. Barn, Since peace and comfort are defaied her here, 
^* may Ihe find mercy where fhe leaft experts it, and this 

* be ail her hell. Prom our example may all be taught, 

* toily tU fitft approach of vice; but if o'crtaken, 

By 



c 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 6i 

* By ftrong temptation, weakncfc, or furpri2X, 

* Lament. fheif^uilt, and by repentance rife, - r 

* Th' impenitent alone die un forgiven : 

* To fi&'s like man, and to forgive like heaven. 

* £«/^r Trueman. 

* Lucy. Heart-htxakiBg fight ! Oh, wretched, wretched 
« Millwood ! ^ 

* Tr. HcJw is fte difpofed to mttt her ftt€ ? 

* Bluntf Who can defcribe unutterable woe? 

^ Lucy. She goes to death encompailed with horror, 
* loathing Ufe, and yet afraid to die. No tongue caa 
^ tell her aoguiih and defpair. 

* Tr. Hef\YeA be butler to her than her fears. May 
^ihe prove a.v^rmng to others^ « iponame&t of mercy 
^ in herfclf. 

l^*' Lucy. Oh,i<H7owinfupportabl^l B»eak» break, jny 
*,- heart!' 
} , Tr. ^Q v(iin 

L With bleqdyig hearty 9JMid weeping .eyes .we ^ow^ . 
. >A ft^ltvuiey g^nfrOUB fcnfe of others woe ; 
Unlefs \ye inarK achat di;^ their ruinpn, 
.; And^'.Jsy Afoiding that— -prevent our owiu- 
/ 

• End of the Fifth Act* 
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EPILOGUE. 

* Written by COLLEY GIBBER, Efq. 

, Spoken by Maria* 

CINCEfatt hasrobyd me of the hapkfsymtth^ 
*^ For <i}^hom my heart had boarded up its truth % 
By all the laws of love and honour^ now^ 
Vmfree again to ehoofe a nd one of you* 

But/oft- With caution firft VU round me peep : 

Maids^ in my ca/e^ Jhould look before they leap. 
Here*s choice enough^ of various forts Mid hue^ "^ ' 

The citj^ the wit, the rake cocked up in cue, > 

^fhefMr^rnct mercer^ and the tawtty Jew. J \ 

'Suppye I fear eh thefober gallery f N o; tT 

There s none but *prentices, and cuckolds aU^a-row i V 

^nd thefe, J doubt, are thofe that make themfo. ' J 

[Pointifig to thebozi^ 

^Tis *uefy ivell, enjoy thejefi ■ ButyoUy 

Fine powder* djparkt^ w^, I am told *tis tfue^ 

Tour happy J)>oufes can make cuckolds too. . i f 

^Ttvixtyou and them the dijf^rence thisperhapSm 
The cit^sajhamcd 'whenever his duck he traps \ 
Butyouy when Madam*s trippings let herfallp • 
Cock upycvr hats^ and take nojbame at aU^ 

What if fome favour* d poet I cou*d meet, 
Whofe love wtn^dlay his laurels at my feet. 
No ■ F dinted pafjions real love abhors ^ ■ 
His flame wot^d prove thefuit of creators. 

Not todetainyou then with longer paufe. 
In Jhofty my heart to this eonclufion droFws ; 
1 yield it to the hand that-s loudefl in applaufe* 
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ADVERTISEMENT- 

HOUGH the mixed drama of the laft age, called 
tragi-comedy, has been generally condemned by 
the critics, and not without reafon ; yet it has been found 
to fucceed on the flage : both the comic and tragic fcenes 
liave been applauded by the audience, without any par« 
ticular exceptions : nor has it been obferved, that the 
cffc6t of either was lefs forcible, than it would have been, 
if they had not fucceeded each other in the entertain* 
ment of the fame night* The tragic part of this play 
has been always efleeQied extremehr natural and intereftr 
ing ; and it would probably, like fome others, have pro- 
duced its full efied)-, netwitbflanding the int^rrention of 
the comic Scenes that are mixed with it : the editor^ 
therefore, would not have thought of removing them, 
if they had not been exceptionable in themfelves,' not 
only as indelicate, but as immoral ; for this reafon, he 
has fufifcred fo much of the characters of the Porter and 
the Nurfe to remain, as is not liable to this objeCiioni 
He^s, however, to account, not only for what he ha« 
take£ away, but for what he has added. It will ea£ly 
be comprehended, that the leaving out fomething, macle 
it abfolutely neceflary that fomething (hould be fupplied; 
and the puolic will be the more ealily reconciled to this 
ncceflity, when they are acquainted that the additions 
are very inconfiderable, and that the editor has done his 
utmofl to render them of a piece with the refk. ^cTeraj 
lines of the original, particularly in the part of IfabcUa, 
are priated, though they are omitted in the rejprefenta* 
tion. Many things pleafe in the reading, which may 
have little or no effcdt upon the ftage. When the paf- 
fions are violent, and the fpeeches long, the performers 
muft either fpare their powers, or (hoiten their fpeeches. 
Mrs. Gibber** chofe the latter; by which ihe has been 
able to exert that force and expreffion which has been fo 
ilrongly felt, and fo fincerely applauded. 



« On the revival of this play at Drury-Lane theatre^ Mrs* Cibber 
performed the cbara^er of Ifabella. 
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MEN. 

Count BaJdwifiy father to Biron and 

Carlos . 

Biron^ married to Ifiibella^ fuppofed 

- dead, .— i. 

Carlos^ his younger brother, 
niUroy^ in love with Ifakella^ mar- 
ries her, 




Vidro^ a friend to Carlos^ 



Brury'-Lane*^ 

Mr. Jeffcrfoiu 

Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Aickin* 

Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Branlby. 
MafterPullen. 
Mr. Ulhcr. 
Mr. Wrighten« 



WO MEN. 

IfiitUa^ mimed to Biron and Fil' 

Itrp^ — -— — Mri. Yatei . 

Nurfe to Birim^ — Mw. Johnflon. 

Officers, Servants, Men and Women. 
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SCENE, if/hre Count B»ldwm'a Uwfi. 

Enter Villeroy and Carlos^ 

Carlos. 
MIIS. confUooy of ypuiB wlUefiabliih an iipmortat' 

^_ reputation among the women. \^ 

' yjl. It it would e^Ablifh me with Ifabell a 

Car. Follow her, follow h^ri Troy town was won 
at laft. 

Fih I hi^vc follow'd b^ thefe fovea years, and now 
but live in hopes* 

Car^ But . live in bopfs ! Why, hope i# the ready 
road, the k>v«^'8 baiting-jpjki^e;;^ and for ought you. 
know^ but one iUge ilioxt . of the p^fleffion of your 
miftrefs. 

FiL But my hopes, I fear, are more of my ownt 
making, tl^an hers i %xA proceed rather from my wiflies, 
than any encouragement (he has given> me. 

Car, That I can't tell r the lex is very various : 
there are no certain mealbres to be pwicrib'd or fol- 
lowM, in making our a^rproaches to the women. All 
^at we ti4ve to do, I think, is to attempt ^ensx. in the 
weakefl part.. Prefs th^m- but hard, and they will all; 
fall under the neceffity of a furrendcr at lafl. That 
favour comes at once ; aud fometimes when, we leaft' 
expedl it. 

rtl. I fhall be glad to find it fo. 

Car, You will find it fo. Every . place is-to be taket,^ 
duat is not to be relieved ; Ihe muft comply.. 
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FiL I'm going to vJfu her. . i. . ^ 

Gir. What intcreft a hrother-m-law can hare with her, 

depend upon. , , • i 

ni. I know your intcreft, and I thank you, 
' Car. You arc prevented ; fee, the mourner comes ; 
She weeps, as fcven years were fcTCn hours ; 
So frcfh, unfading, is the memory 
Of my poor brother's, Biron's, death : -^ . ^'u- 

1 leave you to your opportunity. l-E^^ Yiir 

Tbo* I have taken care to toot her from^ouc houfe. 

I would tranfplant her into Villcroy's ^ 

There is an evil fate that waits upon her, 
To which, 1 wi{h him wedded— Only lum: 
His upilart family, with haughnr brojr^ 
(Tho* Villeroy and myfelf are lecmingfnends / 
Looks down upon our houfc ; his fiftcr too, 
Whofe hand I aik'd, and was whh fcorn rcfus d. 
Lives in ray bi«aft, and fires me to revenge. ■ 

They bend this way 

Perhaps, at laft, flic fecks my father's doors ; 
They Ihall be (hut, arid he prepared to give 
The beggar and her brat a cold reception. 
That b^jr's an adder in my path— they come, 
I'll ftand a-parr, and watch their motions. {Retires^ 

Enter Villeroy, ^itb Ifabella and her little Sen. 

Ifa, Why do you follow me, you know I am 
A bankrupt every way ; too. far engag'd 
Ever to make return ; I own you've been 
More than a brother to mc, my friend ; 
And at a time when friends are found no more, 
A friend to my misfortunes. 

ViU I muftbe 
Always your friend. 

Ifa. I have known, and found you 
Truly my friend ; and would I could be yours ; 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends : . 

* Fate watches the firft motion of the foul, 

• To difappoint ow wifhes ; if we pray 

* For bleffings, they prove curfes in the end, 

• To ruin all about us.' Pray begone, 
Take warnincr, and be happy • 

FiU Happicef$ ! 

^ There's 



ISABELLA. 7 

There's none for me without you : * RicheSi matktf 

* Healdi, fame, itiftindton, place, and quality, 

* Are the incumbrances of groaning life, 

* To make it but more tedious without you.' 
What ferve the goods of fonune for ? To i^ife 
My hopes, that you at lafl will (hare thefli with me* 

* Long life itfelf, the univcrfal prayer, 

* And heav'n*s reward of well-defervers here, 

* Would: prove a plague to me ; to fee you always^ 

* And never fee you mine ! ftill to defire, 

* And never to enjoy I* 
J/a. I muft not hear you. 

ffiL Thus, at this awful diflance, I have fcrv'd 

A feven years bondage Do I call it bondage^ 

When I can never wiih to be redeemed ? ^ 

No, let me rather lioger out a life 

Of expe^ation, that you may be mine^ 

Than be reftor'd to the indifference ■ 

Of feeing you, without this pleaiing pain i 

I*ve loft myfelf, and xiever would be found. 

But in thefe arms. 

J/a, Oh, I have heard all this ! 
——But muft no mere— the charmer is no more : 
My bury'd hufhand rifes in the face 
of my dear boy, and chides me for my fiay : 
Canftthou forgive me, child? 

CJblU. Why, have you done a fault ? You cry as if 
you had.. Indeed now, I've done nothing to ofind 
you : but if you kifs me, and look fo very fad upon me» 
1 (hall cry too. 

I/a* My little angel, no, you muft not cry ; 
Sorrow will overtake thy fteps too foon ; 
I ihould not haften it. 

FtL What can I fay ! 
The arguments that make againft my hopes 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ; 

* Thofe pious tears you hourly throw away 

* Upon the grave, have all their quick'ning charms, 

* And more engage my love, to make you mine ;' 
When yet a viipn, free, and undifpos'd, 

,1 lov*d, but iaw you only with my eyes ; 
Icould not reach the beauties of your foul : 

I have 
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I haute finoe livM in ooii(eiaptationy 
And long ezp^ence of ypur growing goodneis ; 
Whftt then wasi pafiion, is my judgmoat none/ 
Thro* all the ftveral changes of your life. 
Confirm*^ and fettled in adoring yoa, 

J/k» Nay, llien I muft be g<»ie. If you're my frie^d^ 
If you regard my Httle intereft ; 
No more of this ; you 'fee, I grant you all 
That friendflup will allow : Be ftiU my friond ; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give, 
I'm going to my father ; he needs ^ot an ezcuie 
To ufe me ill ; pray leave me to the trial. 

yH. I'm only born te be what you would have mcj^ 
The creature of your power, and mufl obey ; 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
But all good fortune fi^ aloug with you* [ExiK 

Ifa^ I (hall need alt your wiihe a. \]Sjim:h^ 

Lock'd I and fail ! 

Where is the charity that us'd to fiaad 
In our forefatbers' hoipitable dayt 
At great men's doors, ready for our wants^ 
Like the good angel of the family. 
With open arms &ing the needy in. 
To feed and doath, to <iomfort and relieve 'em ^ 
Now even their gates are (hut agaiaft their poor. 

\Sb€ knocks againm' 
Enter Sampfon to ker* 
Samp, W«ll, what's to do now, I trow? You knock 
as loud as if you were invited ; and that's inore than I 
heard of: but I can tell you, you may look twice about 
you for a welcome, in a great man's fcimily, before ypa 
nnd it, unlefs you bring it along with you. 

Jfa. I hope I bring my welcome along with me : Is. 
your lord at home ? ■ 

Samf. My lord at home ! 
Jfa. Count Baldwin lives here Aill ? 
Samf. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here : and I 
am his porter: but what's that to the purpofe, good 
woman, of my lord's being at homei 

Ifa, Why, don't you Iffiow me, friend ? 
. Samp. Not I, not I, miftrcfs ; I may have fecn you 
kefi>r^9 or fo : but men of employment muil forget their 

accjuaintance ;; 
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iicquaintance ; efpccially fuch as we arc never to be tile 
better for. [Going to Jhut the dow^ Ifurfi entirs^ 

batfing ^overheard himi 

Nurfe^ Handfomer* words wotrtd become yoUj and 
mend your manners, Sampfon : do you know who you 
prate to ? 
' J/a, I'm glad you know me^ nurfe. 

Nurfe. Marry, heay'n forbid, Madam, tiat I fhould 
ever forget you, or my little jewel ': pra^ go in — Ufa* 
hella goes in loith her child,'] Now my bleffing go along- 
with you, wherever you go, or what^er you are about. 
Fie, Sampfon, how couldS thou be^fuch a Saracen ? A 
Turk would have been a better Chriftian, than to have 
done fo barbaroufly by fo good a lady. 

Samp* Why look you, nurfe, I know you of old : by 
your good-will you would have a finger in every body's 
pie, but mark the end On't ; if I am calird to account 
about it, I know what I have to fay. 

Nurfe, Marry come up here ; fay your pleafure, and 
fpare not. Refflfe his eldeft fbn*8 widow, and poor 
Child, the comfort of feeing him ? She does not trouble 
him fo often. 

- Samp^ Not that I am againft it, nurfe, but we are but 
fervants, you know : we muft have no likings, but our 
ford's ; and mufl do as we are ordered. 

* * Nurfe, Nay; that's true, Sampfon. 

* Samp. Beiides, what I did was all for the beft : I 
^ have no ill-will to the young lady, as a body may fay, 

* upon my own account ; only that I hear (he is poor ; 

* and indeed I naturally hate your decay'd gentiy : they 
? expert as much waiting upon as when they had »oney 

* in their pockets, and were abl^ to confider us for the 

* trouble. 

. * Nurfe. Why, that is a grievance indeed in great fa- 

* jnilies, where the gifts, at good times, are better than 

* the wages. It would do well to be reform'd.' 

San^. But what is the bufinefs, nurfe ? You have 
been m the family before I came into the world : 
what's the reafoo, pray, that this daughter-in-law, who 
has fo good a report in every body's mouth, is fo little 
fct bjr, by my. lord ? 

Nurfe. Why, I tell you, Sampfon, more nor lefs 5 
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I'll tell the truth, that's my way, you kxM>w^, without; 
adding or dimimihing. 

Samp, Ay, marry, nurfc. 

Umff* My lord's cldeft fon, Biron by name, the fon 
of *hi9 bofom^ and the fon that he would have lov'4 
beff, if he had as many as king Pyramus of Troy^ 

* Samf. How ! King P3rramus of Troy \ Why how ma- 
•nyhaflhe?* 

« 'Surfe. Why, the ballet fings be had fifty fon^, buf 
* no matter for that.' This Kron, as I was faying, wa^ 
a lovely fweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody could 
blame lus £ither for loving him : he was a fon for the 
kiag of ^Mii^ ; God blels bi«, for I was his nurfe* 
But now I come to the point, Sampfon ; this Biron# 
without a&ing the a4vice of hxa friends, hai^d over 
head, a^ youn^ men will have their vagaries, not having 
the fear of his fath^ before his eyes, as X may fay» 
wilfully marries this Ifabella. 

Samfm How, wilfully \ he fhould have had herconienty 
methinks* 

JVari/e. Nq« wilfully marries her \ and, which was 
worfe, > after fhe ha4 fettled all her fortune, upon a nun-r 
nery, which fh^ broke out of to run away with him. 
They (ay they had the church's foir^venefs, but I had 
rather it had been his. father's, 

Samp, Why in good truth, * thefe nunneries, I fee 
S no good they do* I think the young lady was in the 
\ right, to run away fr^m a nunnery :' and I think our 
young mailer was not in the wrong but in marrying 
i^ithout a portion. 

}furfe» That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampfon : 
upon this, my old lord would never fee him ; difin- 
herited him ; took his younger brother, Carlos, into &• 
vour, whom he never car'd for befoxe ; and at h^ft forc'd 
Biron to go to the fiege of Candy, where he was killed. 

Samp. Alack-a-day, poor gentleman. 

'Nurfr, For which my old lord hates heri a^ if fiie had 
been t^e caufe of his g^ing thither. 

Samp. Aks, alas, poor kdy I ihe kaa &&rVl for^ 2 
file has liv'4 a great while a widow. 

'Nurfe. A great while indeed| for a young wwaa* 
Sampfon* 
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Sanf. Gad fo ( here t&ey come ; I won't rehtare to 
Ibe feen. 
Enter Count HaXAmn^foUoweih Ifabclla and her Child. 

C Bald. Whoever of your mends direfted you, 
Miiguided, and JtbUs'd you— -There's your way ; 
I can irftbrd to ihew you out again ; 
What could you expe6t from me ? 

ffa. Oh, I hav9 nothing to expe£t on earth ! 
But mifery is very apt to talk : 
I thought I t^ight be heard. 

C Bald. What can you fay ? 
Is thetTs in eloquence, can there be in wolrdd 
A recomtjcftflhg pow*r,^ a remedy, 
A reparation of the injuries, 
The great calamities, that you hare brought 
On me, and mine ? You have deftroy'd tholfe hopi^ 
I fondly rus'd, thmugh my declining life, 
To reft my age upon ? and moft undone me^ 

Ifa. I have undone myfelf too. 

C. BaU. Speak it again; 
Say .{till you are undone, and I will h^at you, 
With pleafure hear you. 

Ifa. Would my ruin pleJife you ? 

C. Bold. Beyond all other pleafureSk 

^a. Then you are pleasM — for I am moft undone. 

C. Bald. I prayM but for revenge, and heav'n haa 
heard, 
And fent it to my wiflies : thefe gi-ey hairs 
Would have goi^e down in forrow to the grave. 
Which you have dug fot me without the thought, 
The thought of leaving you mbre wretched here. 

Ifa. Indeed I am moft wretched — * When I loft 

* My hufband 

* C. Bald. Would he had, never been ; 
^ Ck" never had been yours. 

* Ifa. I then believM 

* 'fhe meafure of my forrow then was full : 

* But every moment of my growing days 

* Makes room for woed, and adds 'em to the fum.* 
I loft with Biron all the joys of life : 

But now its laft fupporting means are gone, 
All the kind helps that heav*n in pity rais'd. 
In charitable pity to our wants, 

At 
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At lafi have left us : now bereft of all^ 

But this laft trial of a cruel* father. 

To fare ui both from finking. Oh, my child I 

Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart : 

Lfet the refemblance of a once-lov'd fon 

Speak in this little one, who never wrongM youj 

And plead the fatherlefs andwidow*s caufi:. 

Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven. 

Aft you will need to be forgiven too. 

Forget our faults, that heaven may pardon yours. ^ , 

C. Bald. How dare you mention heav'n ! (Jail to mind 
Your peijur'd vows ; your plighted, broken faith ' t 
To heav'n, and all things holy: were you not 
I>evoted, wedded to a lire reclufe, 
The facred habit on, profefsM and fwom 
A votary for ever ? Can you think . 
The facrilegious wretch, uiat robs the fluine^ 
Is thunder-proof? 

Ifa. There, there, began my woes. 

* Xet women all take warning at my fate ; 

* Never refolve, or think they can be fafe, ^ 

* Within the reach and tongue of tempting mtB»'' 
Oh ! had I never fopn my Biron's face. 

Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n. 
But ftill continued innocent, and free 
Of a bad world, which only he had pow*r 
To reconcile, and make me try again. [thoughts, 

C. Bald, Your own inconfmcy, * your grai^efa 

* Debauch'd and' reconcil'd you to the world : 
He had no hand to bring you back again, 

But what you gave him. Circe, you prevail'd 

Upon his honeft mind, transforming him 

From virtue, and himfelf, into what fhapes 

You had occafion for ; and what he did 

Was firft infpir'd by you. * A cloyfter was » 

* Too narrow for the work you had in hand : 

* Your bufinefs was more general s the whole woria , 

* To be the fcene : therefore you fpread your charms , 

* To catch his foul, to be the indrument, 

* The wicked inftrument of your curfed flight. 

* Not that you valued him ; for any one, 

* Who could have ferv'd that turn, had been as welcome/ 

•5^. Oh ! I have fins to heav'n, but none to him. 

C. Ealdi 
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C. BaM, Had my wretched fon 
^Marry'd a beggar's bafkrd ; taken her 
Out of her rags, and made her of my blood, 
The mifchief might have ceas'dy and ended there. 
But bringing you into a family, 
Entails a curfe upon tht name, and houfe. 
That talces yoi!i in : the only part of me 
That did receive you, perilh'd for his crime* 
•Tis a defiance to oBendcd heav*n, 
Barely to pity jrou : Your fins purfue you : 
^ The heavieft judgments ^at can All upon you, 

* Are your juft lot, and but prepare your doom : 

* Expe6l *cm, and defpair—Sirrab, rogue, 

* How durft thou difobcy me !* [Tc the porttri, 

Ifa. Notform)rfelf— ^- — fori am paft the hopes 
Of being heard ' ■ but for this itinoccat ■ ■■' 
And then I never will difturb you more. 

C Bald^ I almoil pity the unhappy child : 
But being yours 

Ifa. Look on him as your fon's ; 
And let his part in him anfwer for mine. 
Oh,fave, defend him, fave him from the wrongs 
That fall upon the poor. 
. Ck Bald. It touches me-—— 
And I will (ave him-^But to keep him fafe ; 
Never come near him more. 
* Ifa. What ! take him from me ! 
No, we muft never part : tis the laft hold 
Of comfort I have left ; and when he fails, 
AH g6es along with him : Oh ! *• could you be 

* The tyrant to divorce life from my life ?' 
I live but in my child. 

No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
From door to door, to feed his daily wants. 
Rather than always lofe him. 

C, Bald, Thenhave your child, and feed him with your 
You, rafcal, Have, what do I keep you for ? [prayer. 
How came this woman in ? 

Samp. Why indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell 
her, before, my thoughts upon the matter—— 

C. Bal^ Did youfo, Sir ? Now then tell her mine ; 
Tell her I fent you to her. [Jbrujii him towards hvr^ 

There's one more to provide for, 

B Samp^ 
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Samf. Good, my lord, what I did was in perfe^ obc- 
^iience to the old aurfe there. I told her what it would, 
come to* 

C. SaU. What ! this wa$ a plot upon me. And ydu 
too, beldam, were you in the confpiracy ? Begone, g© 
all together ; * I have provided you an equipage, now 

* fct up when you pleafe. She's old enough to do you 

* fcrvicc ; I have none for her. The wide world lies 

* before you ; begone ;' take ^^y road but this to beg or 
ftarve in — • 1 (hall be glad tahear of you :' but never, 
never fee me more—- [H^ drives *em off before himm 

Ifa. Then heav'n have mercy on me ! 
{Exit nxjith Ijtr Chlld^ fotl<rMcd ly Sampfon and Nurfe. 
End of the First Act. 

. A C T II. 

SCENE continues. 
Enter ViUeroy, and Carlos, meeting. 

.VlLLEROY. 

My friend, I fear to afk— but IfabeHa 
The lovely widow^s tears, her orphan's cries. 

Thy father muft feel for them No, I read, 

I read their cold reception in thine eyes 

Thou pitieft them — —thb' Baldwin but I "fpare hiin. 

For Carlos' fake ; thou art no fon of his. 

There needs not this to endear thee more tome. \Embrace. 

Car, My Villeroy, the fatherlefs, the widow. 
Are terms not under flood within thefe gates 
You mull forgive him ; Sir, he thinks this womsin 
Is Biron's fate, that hurried him to death—— 
I mufl not think on't, left ray friendfhip llagger. 
My friend's, my fifter's, mutual advantage 
Have reconcird my bofom to its talk. 

FiL Advamage ! think not I intend to raife 
An interefl from Ifabella's wrongs. 
Your father may have intercftcd ends 
In her undoing ; but my heart has none ; 
Her happinefe muft be my intereft, 
And that I \^x)uld reftore. 

Car^ Why fo I mean. 
Thefe hardfhips that my father lays upon h^, . . , 
I'm foriy for j and wi(h I could prevent : 

But 
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But he will have his way. 

Since there's no hope from her profpcrity, her change 
of fortune may alter the condition of her thoughts^ and 
make for you. 

FiL She is above her fortune. 

Car» Try her again. Women commonly love accor- 
ding^ to the circumftances they arc in. ' - 

yn. Common women may. 

* Car* Since you are not acceflary to the injuftice, 

* you may be perfuaded to take the advantage of other 

* people's crimes.* 

* P7L I mud defpifeall tbofc advantages, 

* That.indiredtly can advance my love/ 
No, though I live but in the hopes of her. 
And languifh. for th' enjoyment of thofe hopes ; 
rd rather pine in a confuming wa»t 

Of what I wifti, than have the bleffing mine. 

From any reafon but confenting love. 

Oh ! let me never have it to remembei', 

I could betray her coldly to comply : 

When a clear gen'mus choice bcfrows her on me, 

I know to value the unequal'd gift : 

I would not have it, but to value it. 

Car. ^Take your own way ,• remember what I oflfer'J 
came from a. friend, 

Fih I underftand it fo. Til ferve her for herfelfV 
without the thought of a reward [Exit. 

Car. Agree that point between you. If you marry her 
any way,, you do my bufinefs. 
1 know him— What his gea'rous foul intends 

Ripens my plots 111 firft to Ifabelja.— — 

Lmuft keep up appearances with her too. [Exiu 

SCENE, IfabcIIa's Houfe, 

Enter Ifabella and Nurfe : Ifabella's littk Sart at ffav " 
upon the Floors 
Ifa. Sooner, or later, all things pafs avvav. 
And are na more. The beggar 'and the king. 
With equal fteps, tread forward to their end : 
The reconciling grave fwallows diitindion firft, that made 

us foes, 
« Though they appear of difFeceat natures now, 
' They meet at lallj* 

B z Then 
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Then all alike lie down in peace together. 
When will that hour of peace arrive for me !' 
In )]eav*n I (hall find it— ^not in heav'n^ 
If my old tyrant father can difpofe 

Of things above but, there, his intereft 

May be as poor as mine) and want a friend 

As much as I do Kere^ r^^^%* 

"Nurfe, Good Madam, be confbrted* 

Jfa. Do I deferve to be this out-caft wretch? 
AbaodonM thus, and loft ? But 'tis my lot. 
The will of heav'n, and I muft not comphiiu : 
I will not for myfelf : let me bear all 
The violence of your wrath ! but fpare my child : 
Let not my fins be vifited on him : 
They are ; they muft ; a general ruin fella 
On every thing about me : thou art loft, 
Pcor nurfe, by being near me. 

J^urfe. I can work, or beg, to do you fervlcc. 

Ifa. Could I forget 
What I have been, I might the better bear 
What I am deftin'd to : I'm not the firft 
That have, been wretched : but to think how much 
I have been happier ! — r-Wild hurrying thoughts 
Start every way from my diftra^^ed foul, 
To iind out hope, and only meet defpair. 
What anfwer have I ? 

Knter Sampfon. 

8amp^ Why truly, very little to the purpofi^ ! like a 
Jew as he is, he fays you have had more already than 
thie jewels are worth : he wiflies you would rather think 
of redeeming 'em, than expert any more money upon 
'em. [£;rj> Sampibfi* 

Jfa. *Tis very well 
So :— Poverty at home, and debts abroad t 
My prefent fortune bad ; my hopes yet worfc \ 
What will become of me ! 
This ring b all I have left of value now : 
'Twas given me by my huiband : his firft gift 
vUpon our marriage : I've always kept it. 
With my beA care, the treafure next my life: 
And now but part with it to fupport life. 
Which only can be dearer. Take it, nurfe, 

•TwiU 
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TwiU flop the cries of hunger for a time ; 

* Provide us bread, and bring a fhart reprtere, 

* To put off the bad day of beggary, 

* That,wiil come oii too foon.* Take care of it : 
Manage it as the laft remaining friend 

That would reliere us. {Exit SfurfeA Heav'a can only 

tell * . 

Where we (hall find another— My dear boy !' 
The labour of bis birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondncfs now i my fears for him 
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death,. 

They could be for m3rfclf He minds me not. 

His little fports have taken up his: thoughts : 
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine* 
Thinking will make me mad : wny muii I think. 
When no thought brings me comfort I 
Nurfe returns, 

Nuffi* Oh, Madam ! you are utterly ruinM and undone i 
your creditors of all kinds are come in upon you : thcy^ 
liave mufter'd up a regiment of rogues, that are come 
to plunder your houfe, and feize upon all you have 
in the world; they are below ^ What will you do,, 
Madam ? . 

Ifa. Do ! nothing ; not, for I am bom tofuffer. 
.E?Uer Carlos to ber» 

Car* Oh, fifler ! can I caU you by that name,. 
And be the fon of this inhuman man. 
Inveterate to your ruin ? Do not think 
I am a-kin to his barbarity r 
I muft abhor my father's u&ge of you r 
And irom my bleeding honeu heart, mud plty^ 
Pity your loft condition. Can you think 
Of^any way that I may ferve you in ^ 
But what enrages mou my feiUV of grief,. 
My forrow for your wrongs^ is^ that my father,. 
Fore-knowing well the ftorm that was to fall. 
Has ordered me not to appear for you. 

Jfa^ I thank 3rour pity ; my poor hufhand fell 
Tor difbbeying him, do not you flay 
To venture his difpleafure too for me- 

Car^ Youmuil: refolve on iomethingT*-*— ^ [Ewt. 

ifa*. Let my fate 

B $ Peter- 
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Determine fcrme ; I Audi be preparM^ 

The worH that can be&l me, is to die : [uf notzfe^ 

* When once it comes to that, k matters not 

' Which way Ms brought about x whether I fianrc, 
« Or hang, or drown, the end is ilill the fame ; 

* Plagues, poifoiy famine, are but. federal namca 

* Of the fame thmg, and all conclude in death. 

« But fudden death I Oh, for a fudden death, 

* To cheat my periecutors of their hopes^ 

* Th* expected pleafure of beholding me 

* Longr in my paios, lingering in mifery* 
^ It will not be, that is deny- d me too** 
Hark, they are coming ; let the torrent roar ; 
It can but overwhelm me in its fall ; 

And Ufe and death are now alike to me. 

lExeuMty the Nurfl katUng the chSd. 

SCENE optnsy andjhews Carlos and Villeroy 

wth the Officers* 



ViL No farther violence"' 



The debt in all is but four tkoufand crowns : 
Were it ten times the fum, I think you know 
My fortune very well can anfwer it. 
You have my word for this : Til fee you paid. 

Off. That's as much as we can defire : fo we have the 
Money f no matter whence it comes. 
FiU To-morrow you (ImII have it* 
Car. Thus far alra weliwT-s- 

Enter Ifabella, and Nurfi vjitb the> ChilL 
And now my iifter comes to cmwn the work. [JJtde^^ 

Ifa. Where are the raving biood4iounds, that purfuo 
In a full cry, gaping to fwallow me ? 
I meet your rage, and come to be devoured : 
Say, which way are you to diipofe of me ! 
To dungeons, darknefs, death ! 
Car, Have patience. 
1/a. Patience ! 

Off. You'll excufe us, we are but in our office :' 
Debts muft be paid. 

Ifa. My death will pay you all. {BiftraBedy. 

Off. While there is law to be had, people wili have 
their own. 



I 8 A B e t h A. 19 

Fil^ 'UsTery fit tb/^y 6¥>uU i but pray begone. 
To-morrowr cgrtaml y > M < m- m ' [Exeunt ^cer$% 

Jfiu What ©f to-morrow ? - 

* Am I then the fporr, 

* The game of fortune, and her laughing fools ? 

* The common fpedtacle, to be expos'd 

* From day to day, and batted for the mirth 
< Of the lewd rabWe ?' Mufl; I be rcferv'd 
For f re(h s^t^ons ? 

F^ih For long happiae^ 
Of life, I hope. 

Ifa. There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, wl|e^ we refolve to bear : 
I'm reac^ for nky tnaJU 

Car^ Pray ^ calm. 
And know your friends* .. 

^. My friends ! JEfaye I a friend ? 

Car, A ftiAful friend j in your extrerncfl oeeJ, 
Villeroy came in to favc you— -^ 

Ifa. Save me ! How ? 

Car. By fatisfying all yQur crediterst 

J/a. Wh^cb wiiy i For wh^t ? 

i^df Let me be underfixxxi. 
And then cond^m^ me ; you have giiren me li»avcr 
To be your friend $ m^d in that only name^ 
I now appear be/ore you, I cpuld wilh 
There had been no oc<^gQn of a friend,, 
Becaufe I know you hate to be oblig'd ; 
^^d flill more loth to be oblig'd by roe« 

Ifa. *Twas<b^t I would avoid— {Afide^ 

Fit. Fm moft unhappjr, that my fervlcca 
Can be fufpe6ted to defign upon you ; 
1 have no farther ends than to redeem you 
From fortune's wrongs ; to fhew rayfclf at lafl, 
What I have long profefs'd to be, your friend : 
Allow me that ; and to convince you morei 
Th^l I intend opjy your interefl^ 
Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you any, that can pleafe you) 
I'll tear myfeif for ever from my hopes. 
Stifle this flaming paifion in my foul, 
* That has fo^Qiig broke out to trouble you/ 
And tnendon niy unlucky love no more* r 

Jfa. 



s« ISABEX^LA. 

Ifa, This gcncftjfity wiH rum roc. [^4^* 

Fih "SnYf if the blcffing of my looking on you . 
Difturbs your peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and nev^r fee you more* 

Car^ You muft not go. 

PIL Could Ifabellafpcak 
Thofe few Ihort words, I fbould be rooted here. 
And never move but upon her commands. 

. Car, Speak to him, filler; do not throw away 
A fortune that invites you to be happy* 
In yeur extremity he begs your love r 
And has deferv*d it nobly- Think upon 
Your lodkrondition, helplefs and alone. 
Tho* now you have a friend, the time muft come? 
That you will want one; him you may fccure 
To be a friend, a father^ a huiband to you. 

J/a» A hufband ! 

Car ^kYou havedifckargM your duty to the dead^ 
And to the living ; Vis a wilfulnefs 
Not to give way to your necefiitiesy 
That force you to, this marriage. 

A»r. What mufl become of this poor innocence .^ 

[To t/je cHhIA 

Car. Hewants a father to prote<^ his youth, 
And rear htm up to virtue : You muft bear 
The future blame, and anfwerto the worlds 
When you refufothe cafy honeft means 
Of taking care of him. 

* JV»r. Of him and me, 

* And every one that muft depend upon- you ^ 

* Unlefs you pleaic now to provide for us, 

* We muft all perifti.* 

Car, Nor would I prefs you 

Jfa. Do not think I need 
Your reafons, to confirm my gratitudij t 
I have a foul that's truly fenfible 

Of your great worth, and bufy to contrive, . [7^ Vi^ 
If poflible, to make you a return* 

ra. Oh, eafilypoffible! 

^a. It cannot be your way r my pleafunes are 
Bun^'d, and cold in my dead hufband's grave ; 
And I fliould wrong the truth, rayfelf,' and you, 

^ . T«. 
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To fay that I can ever love agai n. 

I owe this declaration to myielf 2 

But as a proof that I owe all to you , 

If after what I've faid, you can refolve 

To think n^c worth your love — Wlicre am I going ? 

You cannot think it ; 'tis impoflible, 

ViL Impoffible! 

Ifa. You (ho'uld not aft me now, nor ihould I grant ; 
I am fo much oblig'd, that to confcnt 
Wou'd want a name to recQmmend the gift : 
'Twou*d fliew me poor, indebted, and compell'd, 
Deiigning, mercenary ; and I know 
You would not wifh to think I could be bought. 

FiL Be bought ! Where is the price that can pretend 
To bargain for you ? Not ni fortune's power. 
The joys of Heav*n, and love, muft be beftow'd : 
They are not te b^ fold, and cannot b^ deferv'd.^ 

Jfa. 8ome other time I'll hear you on this fubje<ft. 

/7/. Nay, then there is no time fo fit for mc. 

\Follo'voing her. 
Since you confent to hear me, hear me now 5 
That you may grant : you are above 
1'he little forms which ciroumfOfib^ your fex ; 
We differ but in time, let thiat be mine. 

Ifa. You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you ftialL; 
Since you will have it fo— ^ — I will be yours, 

A7/. I take you at your word. 

Ifa^ I give you all 
My hand ; and would I had a heart to give i 
But if it ever can return again, 
'Tis wholly yours. 

rU. Oh, eeftafy of joy I 
Leave that to me. It all my fervicee, 
* If profperous days, and kind indulging nights i' 
If all that man can fondly fay or do^ 
Can beget love, love (hall be born again, 
Oh, Carlos ! now my friend, and brother too: ' 
And, nurfe, I have eteriuU thanks for thee^ 
Send for the prieft-^ INurfi gots^ «« b^e. 

Thi^ night you muft be nuoe* 
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Let me command in this^ and all my life 
Shall be devoted to you.' 

Ifa, On your word, 
Never to prefs me to put off thefe weeds, 
Which bdl become my melancholy thoughts. 
You ihall command me. 

Fil. Witnefs Heaven and earth 
Agalnft my foul, when I do any thing 
To give you a difquiet. 

Car, . I long to wifti you joy. 

Fit. You'll bea witnefs of my happinefs ? 

Car. For once I'll be my Mer's father. 
And give her to you. 

Fih Next, my Ifabelfa, 
Be near my heart : I am for ever your^#. 

£nd of the Second Act» 



ACT in. 

SC£N£» C»unt Baldwin's hfiufc^ 

Enter Count Bsddwm and^ Carlbs^ 

Count Balowik. 
ARRIEDtoVineroy, fay'ft thou ? 



M 



Car^ Yes, my lord. 

Laft night the prieft performM his holy office^ 
And made >m one. 

C. Bald. Misfortune join 'em ! 
And may her violated vowsxpuU do^vn 
A lafling curfe» a conilancv of forrow - 
On both their heads—* I nave not yet forgoe 

• Thy flighted pa(fion, the rcfvi8*d alliance j 

* But having her, we are rcvengM at full. 

• Heav*nwill purfue herftill, and Villeroy 

* Share the judgments fhe calls down.' 
Cdrr. Soon he*Il hate her; 

Tho* warm and violent in hi« raptures itow r 
When full ei^oyment palls his Acken^ f^nft^ 
And reafon with fatiety returns, 
Her cold cynftiaiu'd acceptance of bis hand 
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IVill gall hia pride, which (tho*of late o'erpowcr'd 
Bj- ftronger paffions) will, as they -grow weak, 
Rife in full force, and pour its vengeance on her. 

C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid ; 
Let Biron*s difobcdience, and the curfc 
He took into his bofom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm andunihaken. 

Car. May thofe rankling wounds 
Which Biron's difobedience ^ave my father, 
Be heal'd by me, 

C. BaU, With tears I thank thee, Carlos— 
And may'ft thou ever feel thofe inward joys. 
Thy duty gives thy^father — but, my fon, 
We muft not let refentment choak our jiifticfe j; 
'Tls fit that Villeroy know he has no claim 
From me, in right of Ifabclla Biron, 

^Whofe name brings tears) when wedded to this woman, 
By me abandon'd, Aink the little fortune 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondnefs : 
I am pofTefi: of thofe your brother's papers, * 

Which now are Villeroy's, and fliou'd ought remain. 
In juflice it is his ; from me to him 
You ihall convey them— ^follow me, and take *em* 

,[Jg:;p/V C.Baldwin.* 

Car* Yes, I will take *em ; but c*er I part with 'era, 
I will be fui5C my intereft will not fuffer 
By thefe his high, refin'd, faatafltc notions 
Of equity and right— What a paradox 
Is man ! My father here, who boafls his honour. 
And ev'n but now was warm in praife of juilice, 
Can fteel his heart againft the widow's tears, ^ 
And infant's wants ; the widow and the infant 
Of Biron ; of his foii, his favorite fon. 
'Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion, 
And, dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 
In pompous afic6lation — Now to Villeroy— 
E'er thb his friends, for he is much belov'd. 
Croud to his houfe, and with their nuptial fangs 
Awake the wedded pair : I'll join the throng. 
And in my ftce, at leaft, bear joy and frierdlhip. \Extt. 

■ SCENE^ 
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SCENt, aha)linVTl\tT6Y'sbou/}r. A hand of mufit^ 
vjith the friends of Villcroy, 

Enter a Servants 

ifiPr* Where's your mafter, my goiod friend ? 

Ser. Within, Sir, 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

iji Fr. Acquaint hiin we arc' here : . yet ftayi 
The voice of mufic gegitly fliali fttrprife him. 
And breathe our ialutatioos to his ear* 
Strike up the flrain to Vilieroy's happin^fs^ 
To Ifabella's—i-Bat he*8 here already. 
Enter Villeroy. 

FiL My friends, let mc embrace you : 
Welcome all — --^ 
What means this preparation ? ISeetn^ the Mufic. 

ift.Fr. Allighttokcn 
Of our bcft urines for your growing happineis — *-* 
You roufl permit our frienduiq>— *- 

nh You oblige me 

ijl Fr. But your lovely bride. 
That wonder of her fex, ihe muft appear. 
And add newbrightnefe to this happy morning^^. 

nif She is ifot yet pi^epar'd i and tet her will|, 
iff wtmhieft friend, determine her behaviour ;; 
To win, and not to fdrce ber <ti(^fitioh, : 
Has been my feven years talk. She will anon. 
Speak welcome |o you all. The. muiic flays.. 

[VillCfoy and his friends feat them/eha* 

E P 1 T H A L A M I U M. 

AIR. 
Woman, Let all, let all be gay. 
Begin the rapturous lay ; 
Let mirth, let mirth and joy. 
Each happy hoar employ, 
Of this fair bridal day. 
Man. Ye love-wing'd hours, your flight, 
, Your downy flight prepare, 
Bring ev'ry foft delight 

To footh the braVe and fair. 
Hail happy pair, thus in each other ble(^ ; 
Be ever free from care, of cV'ry joy pofleft. 

rzi. 
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P7L I thank you fof this probf of yout rffeflioii : 
I am fo much trani^orted with the thougKts 
Of what I am, I know not ^^hat I do. 
My Ifabella ! —but pOffeffirig hef, 
Who wou'd not Me hirtfclff — ^You'll pardon me-* 
Oh ! there was nothitig wanting to vAy foul, 
But the kind wiAies of vAy losing friends—- 

* But eur colkdon waits ;* whcre's Carlos now ? 
Methinkslam butfialf niyfelf, without htm. 

zJ Ff, This b ^^bnderful ! Married a i)ight and a day^ 
ftnd yet in raptures. 

yn* Oh I when you afl get wives, andfuch as mine, 
i(If fuch another woman can be found) 
You will rave too, doat on the dear content. 
And prattle in their praife oiit of all bounds^ 

* I cannot fpeak my blifs ! *Tis in my head, 

* 'Tis in my heart, and takes up all my foul^^ 

* The labour of my fancy. Y6u*U pardon me ; 

* About fome twelve months hence I may begin 

* To fpieak plain fenfe — Walk in, and honour me%* 

jEntcr Ifabella. 
My Ifabella ! Oh, the joy of my heatt. 
That I have leave at laft to call you mine ! 

* When I give up that dtle to the charms 

* Of any other wifli, be nothing mine :* 

' But let me look upon you, view you well* 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed! 
I durft not aik, but it was kind to grant, 
Jull at this time : diipenfing with your drefa 
Upon this fecdnd day to greet our friends. 

Jfa, Biack might be ominous ; 
I would hot bring ill luck along with me. 

f^iL Oh ! if your melancholy thoughts could change 
With (hiftingj of your drefs— Time has done cures 
Incredible this way, and m^y again. 

I/a. I could have wiftiM, if you had thought it fit, 
Our marriage had not Been fo public. 

FiL Do not you gtudge me my excefs of love ; 
'That was a caufe it could not be canceal'd : 
Eeiides, 'twould inj ure the opinion 
1 have of my good fortune, having you j 
And leflen it in other people's thoughts, 

C « Buiy 
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* Bu(v on fuch occafions to enquire, 

• Had it been private/ 

^. I have no mpre to fay. 

Enter Carlos. 

ViL My Carlos too, who came in to the fupport 
Of our bad fortune, has an honefl right, 
In better times, to fhare the good with us. 

Car. I come to claim that right, to (hare your joy ; 
To wiih you joy ; and find it in myfelf ; 

• For a friend's happinefs refleds a warmth, 

* A kindly comfort, into every heart 

• That is not envious. 

Vih * He muft be a friend, 

* Who is not envious of a happinefs 

• So abfolute as mine ; but if you are, 

• (As I have reafon to believe you are) 

* Concern'd for my well-being, there's the caufe ; 

* Thank her for what I am, and what muil be.' 

[Mufic Jiour\JlK 
I fee you mean a fecond entertainment. 
My dearefb Ifiibella, you mufl hear 
The rapture of my friends ; from thee they fpring ; 
Thy virtues have difflis'd themfelves around, 
And made them all as happy as myfelf. 

If a. I feel their favours with a grateful heart, 
And willingly comply. 

Recitative. 

Take the gifts the gods intend ye ; 

Grateful meet the proffcr'd joy ; 
Truth and honour Aiall attend ye ; 

Channs that ne'er can change or cloyi 

Duetto, 

Man* Oh, the raptures of poflefling. 

Taking beauty to thy arms ! 
Woman. Oh the joy, the lailing bleffing, 

When with virtue beauty charms ! 
Man. Purer flames fhall gently warm ye j 
Woman. Love and honour both fhall charm thee* 
Both. Oh the raptures of, &c. &c. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Far from hence be care and ftrifc, 
Far, the pang that tortures life : 
May the circling minutes prove 
One fweet round of peace and love ! 

C?f • :*Ti8 fine, indeed ! 
You*ir take my advice another time, fijfler, 

FiL What have you done ? A riling fmile 
Stole from her thoughts, juft red'ning on her cheek. 
And you have dafli'd it. 

Carr. I am forrv for't. 

yiL My friends, will you forgive me, when I own, 
I muft prefer her peace to all the world ? 
Come, ifabella, let us lead the way : 
Within we'll ipeak our welcome ro out friends, 
And crown the happy feftival with joy. \^Ex€unt. 

SCENE, a Room. 

Enter Samplbn /j«//Nurfc» . 

Samp* Ay, marry nurfe, here's a mafier indeed \ He*!! 
double our wages tor us J If he comes on as faft.with my 
lady, as he does with his fervants, we are all in the wa^ 
to be well pleafed. 

Nurfe, He's in a rare humour ; if fhe be in as good a 
one 

Samf, If fhe be, marry, we may e'enfay, they have 
begot It upon one another. 

Nurfe, Well ; why don't you go back again to your 
old count ? You thought your throat cut, I warrant yoy, 
to be turn'd out of a nobleman's fervice. 

Samp, For the future, I will never ferv^ in a boufe, 
where the mafter or miftrefs of it lie .fingle : they are 
out of humour with every body when f hey are not pleafed 
themfelves. Now, this matrimony makes every thing 
go well. There's mirth and money flirring about, whea 
thofc matters go as they flioul^ do. 

Nurfe, Indeed, this matrimony, Sampfon — 

Samj), Ah, nurfe! this matrimony is a very good 

thing— but, what, now -my lady is married, I hope wc 

fhali have company come to the houfe : there's fome- 

thipg always coming from one gentleinan or other upon 

C z thofe 
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thofc occafions, if my lady loves company. This f(taft- 
ing looks well, nurfc. 

Ifnrfe. Odfo, my mailer I wemuilnot befeen. \Exlu 
Enter Villeroy «uf/^ a letter^ ^^ir^lfabelU^ 

Fit I muft away this moment — fee his letter, 
Siffn'dby himielf : alas ! he could no more i 
My brother's defperate, and cannot die 
In peace, but in my arms, 

1^. Sofuddeply! 

Fih Suddenly taken, on the road to Bruffcb, 
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate ! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thofe cl^armSy 
Tho* cold te me and dead* 

Ifa. Vm forry for the caufe^ 

Fil. Oh! couldlthink. 
Could I perfuade myfelf that yourxo^cem 
For tpe, or for my.abfence, were the fprinj;^ 
The fountain of thefe mclanQholy thoughts. 
My heart would dance, ffnte of the fad occafion, 
And be a gay cpi?ipaiiiwiin my joumqr i 

J^nter Carlos^w/^j^. 
^y 9^. P?fl^9 ^X have yo,u len my frip;idi i 

Car. They are departed home. 
T||^ {2^ fpm^ fuddexi melancholy fovs 
had ftolcn the liTely colour from your cheek -r—r 
Yqii l^iyritb4RFn> the-bride. alan^'d^ had^foUqvfM i 
Mere cereniohy had been coniti;^ ; an^ ^3^ 
Qogd-naturM rudencf&^ 

F$h Wai the more obligjjQig, 
There, Carlos, is the caufe. W^ffff ^M*f^9^ 

Citr. \J^\\}cVy accident I 
Tli'archblihopofMallneit, yfmr.||i^tt^y |«psftetiif»^ 
Wi(h him to-bight i Sifler, lyijjtyay JfPtfC\u\^ 

FiL It iiiuftbe ib. 

1^. You he^r it mu/l belpt 

FiL Oh, that it muft \ 

Cmr. To )f^Tje yo)ir bride ip jooni 

f^l B^t having th|$ pofi^on of is^ Iff^t^ 
I |im ttlie better a|>le tp (uppon 
Jjfy ab&pfsef in th^ hopes of my returi^* 
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Vih It will fcem long ! 
The longer that my Ifabella fighs : 
i^all be jealous of this rival, grief, 

* That you indulge and fondle in my abfencc/ 
It takes {o full poifefiion of thy heart. 
There is not room enough for mighty love, 

£ftter Servant^ and hows* 
My horfes wait : farewel, my love I You, Carlos^ . 
Will ad a brother's part, 'till I return. 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, I give up to your care. . 

Car, And I receive her as a fnendand brother. 

Fth Nay, ftir not, love ; for the night air is cold. 
And the dews fall — Here be our end of parting ; 
Carlos will fee me to my hbrfe. [ExUwib Carlos. 

1/a. Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes ! Adieu. 
*• A fudden melancholy bakes my blood i 

* Forgive mc, Villcroy I do not find 

* That (;heiarful gratitude thy fervice aiks: 

* Yet, if I know my heart, and fure I do^ 

* 'Tis not averfe from honefl obligation. 

* I'll to my chamber, and to bed J my mind, 

* My harrafs'd mind, is weary.' [Exit. 

End of the Third Act. 
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S C E N E, theftneu 
Enter Biron and Belford^ juftarri^^d^ 

BiRON. 

HE longeft day will have an end ; we are got home 



T 



at laft. 
BcL We have got our legs at libexty i and liberry is 
home, where'er we go ; though mine lies moft in- Eng- 
land. 

Bir: Vny let me call this yours : for what I can com- 
mand in Bruiiels, you fhall find your own. I have a fa- 
ther here, who, perhaps, after feyen years abfence, and- 
cofling him nothing in my travels, may be glad to fee 
C 3 mc 
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me. Tott know my ikiy-^HoW ^Ci^^ny 4ilgi4<Q:bfi^«i!nB^ 
mc? 

Bel. Juft as you would hare it ; ^m JmMx$^ ^ yix^ 
conceal you* 

Bir. To-morrow you (hall befure to Sod m^iif^riTs.^ 
early as you pleafe* This k th^ hou&, jj^m h»>^ ob^ 
fcrrd the flrcct. 

Bel. I warni<ic you ; I h^'t mauy yifit» to mk^ ber 
fore I come to you. 

Bir. To-night I have lame aSuiB, ths^ vill n^blig^ m^ 
to be private. 

BiL A good bed is the privateft afl^ur jtbsM: I d^fire to 
be engsffei in to-|iigkt ; your diredioo^ y^ill q^Lvjy jne 
to my Ic^ancs. t^V/- 

Btr. Gooanig^t, my friend. [^npcks^ 

The long e^ppe^d moment is arrived 1 
And if an here is well, qay paft fonovi 
Will only heighten my excefs of joy ; 
And nothing will vemain to wi(h or hope iox\ 

Muter SampCbn. 

Sam. Who'« there ? What would you have I 

Bit. Isvour lady at hone> friend ? 

Sam. Whyy t^'uly friend, 'i% is my employment to an- 
fwer impertinent queftions : but for my lady's being at 
iMme, or no, that^s juil as my lady plea&&« 

Bir. But how (h4l I k^ow, whether it pleafes her of 
no? 

• Sam. Why, if you*U take my ^or^ -for it, you may 
carry your erraiyi- back again : (he never pleafes to fee 
any body at this time of night, that ihe does not know ; 
and by your drefs and appcamocei I am fure, you muft 
Ua.to5Wger^her. • 

Bir. But I have buiinefs ; and you don^t k^w hpw 
chat may pleafe her. 

Sam^. Nay, if vqu have buiinefs, fh^ i^ thp beft mdg() 
whether your buimefs will pleafe her or no : therefore I 
will proceed in my oUce, and kiu>w of my 1^4y» whe- 
ther or no flie U i^as'd to be at homei or no-r- {Groingm 
EuterNarfi. 

Nurfi. Who's that you are fo bufy withal ? Methinks 
you might have found ou( 99 anfwer in fewer words :' 

but 



1 S A R £ L L A. tr 

but, Sampfon, yq^ilQie to Jiear ^soarfolf ]¥R|y(i firtlietimri; . 
'AB well as your btttctn, ^u I muft fay for ]miu. Let m$ 
come to him. Who virauU you fpoak m^ flmngfr ? 

jSzV. With yG\^, miftreis, if ypux^iiiLd Mp «ie to ijpiik 
to your lady* 

ifur^. ¥«8, S^r, I can hcjp youaaa d\F}l way i but. 
can nobody do your bulihcA but my lady ? 

Bir. Not fo well ; but if you c^rry h^ this rmgy Ite'Il - 
know my ibufinefs bottee. 

Kurfii, There's no love-letter in it, P hope : you look, 
like a civil ^ntle]^:ian.; la an hcneft vay^ I m«y bring 
you ananfwer*. ^ [Ejeii*. 

Bir.. My old iMirfe, oaaSfy a iittk ol<kr f 'They fsy 
^ the tongue grpsirs al«ap : aibercy on mc I thtn her^s if: 
•- feVen years longer, fiace I left her.' Yet there's fo'm«* 
thing in the&fervaats- fdly pleaicsme s the cautioas coar 
du£t oi the family ap|a«8C8, and fpeal^ in.tbfiir amper|i«'- 
Hence* Well, mifbefs— • 

NurfLretMrns.. 

Tfmfe. I have delivered y«ur ring, Sir; pc^y htav^Ai; 
you bnng no bad news along \Hth yoi&« 

j?/r. Quite contrary, \ hope. 

Kmfe. Nay,. X hope fo too ;.^ttt my bu))r wt9 «itry 
much furpriz'd when I ga^^ i< her. Sif,. } am hut a fer-> 
rant, as a body may fay ; but if yoifU waH^ in, that £. 
may fiiut the doors, ifx we ke^ verji ordevly houft I I 
can (how you. into the prlour, and hel^ ^>tt |q na ^a- 
fwer, perhaps a^ foon as thofe th^t ase «iifi»>. \Exiu . 

Bir. ril&Uowyou 

Now all my fpirits hurry to my he^t^ , 

And every fei»fe has takekthe alarm 

At this approaching inteirviaw i ' 

Heav'ns ! how 1 tremble ! \E^tiwMbihnfil 

SCENEj^ acham^tx. 

Ent^ Ifafeella^ 
Ifa. I've heafd of witch^.* Viagic fp^l£i)k9IMil'chaFnv(» 
'Hiat have made nature ftart fyf^vci bi^ ql4 ^ourf^ : 
The fun has b^ea ociips'4»l the mooQ c^ra^Wfl i<v^, 
From her career, iliU psj^i^, an4 fab4\k'd 
To th^ 4bufcs of this i}n4ef world 1 
Now I b^i^ve all pQffiWfjf Tbw dngs ^ . 

Th»» 
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This tittle ring, with necromandc force, 
Has niis'dtbe ghoft of pleafure to m^ fears : 
Conjured the fenie of honour, and ot lore^ . 
Into fuch ihapesy they fright me from myfelf ! 
I dare not think of them . 

* I'll call you when I want you/ [Strvantg^es cuU 

Enter Nmrfe, 

Vfurfe, Madam y the gentleman's below. 

Ifa* I had forgot, pray let nie fpeak with him.^ 

[ExitNurJt^ 
This ring was the iirft prefent of my love 
To Biron, my firft hufband : I muft blulh 
To think I have a fecond* Biron dy'd 
(Still to jny lofs) at Candy ; there's my hopCi. 
Oh, do I live to hope that he dy'd there ! 
It mnft be fo : he's dead, and this ring left 
By his lad breath, to fome known £iiUiful friend,. 
To bring me back again ; 

[Biron inHoduc^d "Nurfi retiresm 

That's all I have to truft to— 

My fears were woman's— I have viewli him allt 

And let me, let me fay it to myfelf, 

I live again, and rife but fiora his tomb«. 

Bir. nave you forgot me quite \ 

^, • Forgot you ! • 
. Bir. Then rarewel my di%uiie, and my misfortunes* 
My Ifabella \ 

[Hegees to ber ; Jhe^Jbrieis^ mndftflk /« afwomu 

JBir, Oh ! come again :. 
Thy Biron fummons thee to life and love r 
• Once I had charms to wake- thee :' 
Thy once Ibv'd, ever-loving hufband calls . ' ■ . 
Thy Biron fpeaks to thee,. 

^a. My hulbarid ! Biron ? 

Bir, Excefs of love and joy, for my return^ 

Has overpowered her 1 was to blame 

To take thy fex's foftnefs unpreparM s 
But finking thus, thus dying in my arms. 
This ecftacy has • made my welcome more 
Than words could fay : words may be counterfeit, 
Falfe coin'di and corrent only from the tongue. 

Without 
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Without the mind ; but paiSon's in UieXaul, 
And always fpeaks the heart. 

Ifa. Where have I been ? Why do you kfsep him 
from me ? 
I know his voice : my life upon the wing^ 
Hears the foft lure that brings me bs^ck ag^^in 2 
•Tis he hiaifelf, my Biro;t^, the d^aj: man ! 
My true-lov'd huiband * Do I hold you fiift, 
Never to part aj^ain ? • Cjin I belieye it ? 

• Nothing but you could work fo great a qhangc* 

• Thcre*s more than life itfdf in dying hese/ 
If I muft fall, death's wel^me b tVic army* 

Bir. Live ever in thefc anns* 

J/a. But pardon me, 
Excufe the wild (Uf9rcU;r of my ipul :l 
The joy, the ftrangc furprisiog joy^of fc»5|^ yo% 
Of feeing you again, difiraded me i- m n 

£ir. Thou everlaiiling gooda^fs. i 

Ifa. Anfwer m^ : 
}Srhat.hai^ of Provi4ei)pe has V^ugVt you .ha4( 
To your own Ip^me 9gain ? Q, fatjs^r 
Th* impatience of my heart : I Iqng to knpsr 
The ftory of yqur f^|jering9. * You would tH^fAi 
< Yo^r sj^ffuncs fu^i^i^ji fo lo|)g t^ubp^y^ 

• From Ifabelia> lovjC.' Bju^tell w^ A«, 
For eyery thpught coafpunds n^» 

Bir. My beft life; atleifure, all. 

^a. We thoufl^t you dead.i ^11*4 Ht tfe^ ^p^ 

SfTf There I fell among the if^.; 
^t hqptuqf life;|^fivi|ig froAmv W9V^f 
I was prefervM but to be made a ilave : 
1 often writ «p giy.4i§rd f^ih«ir, k^ mm ht4 
An anfwer, I wnt to (hfr $o »i »v 

I/a. What a yfqrl^ pf wo^ 
Had been prf?»«i|$d, i>i^ in Hefting i^m yo^ ! 

£ir. Alas ! thpu cquldA np( li^flp n^« 

^. You dp %9C>{^w hp^ipH^ Icoul^ I^t* dfdC^s 
At leaft, Vm fyr$ I ^f^hfiiYc fui¥?f 4 idl ; 
I wpuldhaVfeibW i»iyfclf,toiU¥W» 
Wi^owt i|Qd«!iBli9« J j;iv^ii up fny cWl^. 
fbn dfiiuefl (tart of mc to baieft wants^--^ 
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Bir. My little boy l 

Ifa, My liFc, but to have h^acd 
You were alive — — ^bkh now too late I find. [Afidt^ 

Bir, No more, my love, complaining of the pail, 
Wc lofe the prcfcnt joy. •Tis over price 
Of all my pains, that thus we meet again 
I have a thoufand things to fay to thee ■ 

2fa^ Wou'd I were paft the hearing. [AfiJe^ 

Bir, How docs my child, ray boy, my father too I 
I hearhe*s living (lilU 

Ifa. Well both, both well; 
And may he prove a father to your hopes. 
Though wc have found him none. 

Bir* Come, no more tears. 

Ifa. Seven long years of forrow for your loft^ 
Have moura'd with me— — 

Bir, And all my days behind 
Shall be employ 'd in a kind rccompence 
For thy afflidkions, — Can't I fee my • boy I 

Ifa. Hc^s gone to bed : Vi\ have him brought tayou* 

Bir. Te-morrow I fliall fee him^ I want reft 
myfelf, after my weary pilgrimage. 
^Iftt. Alas ! what fliall I get for you ? 

Bir. Nothing but reft, my love ! To night I would not 
Be known, if ^poflibie, to your family : 
1 fee my Nurfe is with you ; her welcome 
Wou'd be tedious at this time ; 
To-morrow will do better. 

Ifa. I'll difpofe of her, and order every thing 
As you wou'd have it. [ExiK 

Bir. Grant me but life, good heav'n, and give the 
meansi * . 'i 

To make this wond>ous goodnefs fome amends i 
And let me then forget her, if I can ! 
O ! fhe deferves of me much more, than I 
Can lofe for her, though I again cou'd venture 
A father, and his fortune, for her love I 
You wretched fiither^^ blind as fortune aU ! 
Not to perceive that fucb a woman*^ worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your (bos r 
What is your trafti, what sfU your heaps oi gold, 
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Compared to this, my heart-felt happmefs ? 

[Burfis into tearu 
What has (he, in my abfence, uniergone ? * 

I nauft nQt think, of that ; it driven me back 
Upon myfelf, the fated caufe of all, * 

Ifabella returns, 

Ifa. I have obcy*d your pleafure ; 
Every thing is ready for you. 

Bir, 1 can want nothing here; poileiEng thee, 
All my defires arc carry *d to their aim 
Of happinefs ; there's no room for a wiih. 
But to continue ftill this bleffing to me : 
I know the way, my lore, ^ I ihall fleep found.' 

Jfa. Sliall I attend you, 

Bir. By no means ; 
Fvc "been fo long a flave to others pride. 
To learn, at lead, to wait upon myfelf ^ 
You'll make hafte after JGoes in. 

Ifa* I'll but fay my prayers, and follow you 
My prayers ! no, I muft never pray again. 
Prayers have their bleflings to reward our hopes. 
But I have nothing l^ft to hope for more. 
What heav'n cou'd give, I have enjoy 'd i but now 
The baneful planet nfes on my fete. 
And what's to come, is a long line of woe 

Yet I may fliorten it — — 

I promised him to follow Tiim ! 

Is he without a name ? Biron, myliufband. 

To follow him to bed my hufband 1 ha! 

What then is Villeroy ? But yefterday 

That very bed receiv'd him for its lord, . . 

* Yet a warm witnefs of my broken vows.' 
Oh, Biron, hadfl thou come but jone day fooner, 
I wou'd have followM thee through beggary. 
Through all the chances of this weary life : 
Wander'd the many ways of wr^tchednefs 
With thee, to find a Hofpitable grave ^ 

For that's the only bed that's left me.now.^ \Wleefing* 

What's to be done — for fometliing muft be done. 

Two hu (bands ! yet not one I By both enjoy 'd. 
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold my brain 

* This is to live in common ! Very beafts, 

« That 
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^ That weloAiic all titey meet, nfeflCc jiift fucH vAiFti^ 
'* My reputttticn ! Oh, *twas^U was left mc : 
^ The virtuous pride of an uncenfur'd life ; 

* Which, the dlvhling tongues of Biron's wi^jtfgsV 

* And Villeroy's refentments, tear afuHder*, 

^ To gorge the throats of the bl^lpheming rabble* 

* This is the beft of what can come to-moitbw, 

* Befides old Baldwin's trhnnph in my ruin : 
"« I cannot beir it — t— 

** Therefore no morrow :* Ha ! a lucky thought 
Works the right way to rid me of 'era All ; 
All the reproaches, infamies> and fcdriis, 
That eveiy tdngjcrc ^and finger will find for rfie. 
Let the juft horror of my apprehenfions 
But keep me warm no matt6V what can" cd*i^» 

*Tis but a blow'— yet f will fee him firft — - 
Have a laft look' to heighten my defpalr, 

And then to reft for ever— ^- 

Bfron meets htf', 

Bir. Defpair aAd reft for evef ! tfabella ! 
Thcfe wordi art far from' thy cori<Mtion ; 
And be they e?^V fo. I heard thy voice. 
And could not bear thy abfefice : coiiie, myiove ! 
You have ftaid loiig, there'ft n6thih|{, hoehmg fure 
Now to de^r otin fucceeding ftitc. 

Ifa. I am contented to be miierable, 
But not this way : I've been too long abused. 
And can believe no more. 
Let me deep' oh to be deceived no more. 

^/V*,Look up, my lov^, I nei^er did deceave tHecy 
Nor ever can ; believe thyfelf, thy eyes 
That firft infl^M, and lit me* to my love, 
Thofe ftars, that ftiH muft guide' me to my joys* 

ffa. And me to tny undoing : I look round 
And find no* pafhj but leadiiig to the grave. 

Bir. I camldt underftand thee. 

* I/a» My good friends above, 

* I thank *em, have at laft found out a way 

* To make my fortune' perfe^; having you 

* I need' no mbre ; my fate is finilh'd here/ 

* Bir^ Both our ill-fates, I hope/ 

* yk. Hopt is a lyittg> fawning fla'tteVcf ^ 

I •That 
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* That fl^evvs the fair fide oply of our fortunes, 

* To cheat u?*eafler ifito our fall ; 

*. A trufted friend, who only can betray you ; 

* Never* believe him more. *— If marriages 
Are made in hcav'n^ they Ihould be Happier : 
Why wa« I made this wretch ? 

Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ? 

J/a. Miferable, beyond the reach of comfort, 

Bir. Do 1 live to hear thee fay fo ? 

J/a. Why ! what did I fay ? 

Bit\ That I have made^ thee miferable. 

Ifa, No: you are my only earthly happinefs ; 
And my falfe tongue bcly'd ray honeft heart, 
If it faid otherwife. 

Bir, And yet you faid, 
Your raarriflge made you miferable. 

Ifa, I know not what I faid : 
I've faid too much, unlefs I could fpeak all. 

Bir, Thy words are wild; my feyes, my t^vsy my heart. 
Were all fo full of thee, fo much employ'd 
In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it ; 
Now I perceive it plain 

J/a. You'll tell no body — \T)\firn^cdly\ 

Bin Thou art not well. 

I/a. Indeed L am not ; I knew that before, 
But where's the remedy ? 

Bin Reft wilt relieve thy cires : come, come, no more ; 
I'll banifh forrow from thee. 

J/a» Banifh firft the caufe. 

Bin Heav'ri knows how willingly. 

J/a. You are the Only caufe. 

Bin Aril I the caufe ? the caufe of thy mis fortunes ? 

I/a. The fatal innocent caufe of all my woes 

Bin Is this my welcome home ? This the reward 
Of all my miferies, long labours, pains. 
And pining wants of wretched flavcry^ 
Which IVe out-liv'd, only in hopes of theel 
Am I thus paid at laft for deathlefs love ? 
And caird the caufe of thy misfortunes now ? 

J/a. Enquire no more ; 'twill be explain *d too foon. 

[o/;t''j going oJ\ 

Bir What ! Can'ft thoU teave me too ? [HeJItiys her. 
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If a. Pray let me go: 
For both our fakes, permit me- 



jB/r, Rack me not with imaginations 
Of things impofEble— — Thou can'fk not mean ' » 
What thou haft faid — Yet fomething ftie mud mean* 
— *Twa8 roadnefs all — Compofe thyfelf, my love ! 
The fit is pad ; all may be well again : 
Let us to bed. 

Ifa. To bed ! You\e rais'd the ftorm 
Will fever us for ever : Oh, Biron ! 

* While I have life, ftill I mufi: call you mine : 

* 1 kcow I am, and always was, unworthy 

* To be the happy partner of your love ; 

* And now muft never, never fhare it more. 

* But, Oh ! if ever I was dear to you, 

* As fometimes you have thought me,"* on my Tcnec*, 
(The lail time I ftiall care to be believ'd) 

I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Clear of all crimes, that thus can banifb me 
From this world's comfons, in my lofing you. 

* Bir. Where will this end ?' 

* If a. The rugged hand of fate has got between 

* Our meeting l^arts, and thrufts them from their joys:* 
Since we muft part— - 

-B/r. Nothing ftiall ever part us, 

* Ifa. Parting's the leaft that is fet down for me : 

* Heav'n has decreed, and we muft fufFer all/ 

* Bir^ 1 know thee innocent : I knowmyfelf To : '• 
Mndeed we both have been unfortunate ; 

'^ut fure misfortunes ne'er were faults in love/ 

Ifa. Oh \ there's a fatal ftary to be told ; 
Be deaf to that, as heav'n has been to me ! 

* And rot the tongue that (hall reveal my ftiame :* 
When thou (halt hear how much thou haft been wrong*d^ 
Row wilt thou curfe thy fond believing heart. 

Tear me from the warm bofom of thy love> 
And throw me like a pois'nous weed away : 

* Can I bear that ? Bear to be curft and torn, 

* And thrown out of thy family and name, 

* Like a difcafe ?' Can I bear this from thee ? 

* I never can :' No, all things have their end* 
When I am dead, forgive and pity roe. [ ISxiu 
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Bin Stay, my Isabella 
What ca» (he mean ? Thcfe donbtitigs wUldiffraft me t 
Some hidden mifthief fooa will burft to light y 

I cannot bear it— — I muft be fatisfied ■ 

*Tis (he, my wife, mull clear this darknefs to me. 

She fliall — if the fad tale at lafb mufl come ; 

She is my fate, and beft can fpeak my dioom. lEjet'u 
End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT V. 
Enter SirOD, Nur/e fallowing him. 

BlRON. 

IKnow enough : th' important queftion 
Of life or death, fearful to be rcfolv'd. 
Is cleared to me : I fee where it muil end ; 
And need enquire no more — Pray, let me have 
Pen, ink, and paper ; I muft write a-while, 

And then I'll try to reft to reft for ever !' 

{^ExitNurfe^ 
Poor Ifabella! Now I know the caufe, 
The caufe of thy diftrefs, and cannot wonder 
That it has turned thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy lofe, it will diftra^ me too. 
Oh, any curfe but this might be remov'd ! 
But 'twas the rancorous malignity 
Of all ill ftars combin'd, of heav'h and fate- 
Hold, hold my impious tongue — Alas ! I rave : 
Why do I tax the flars, or heav'n, or fate ? 
They arc all innocent of driving us 
Into defpair ; they have not urg'd my doom ; 
My father and my brother are my fates, 
That drive me to my ruin. They knew well [ 

I was alive. Tbo well they knew how dear 

My Ifabella Oh, my wife no more ! 

How dear her love was to me — Yet they flood. 

With a malicious filent joy, flood by, 

And faw her give up all my happinefs, 

The treafure of her beauty, to another ; 

* Stood by, and faw her marry'd to another :* 

Oh, cruel father ! and unnatural brother ! 

' Shall I not tell you that you have undone me ?' 

D* I haver 
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I hare but to accufe you of-my wrongs^ 
And then to fall forgotten- ■ ■■ Sle^p or death 
Stts heavy on me, and benumbs m^ pains : 
Either is welcome ; but the hand of death 
Works always fure, and bed can clofe mj eye8< 

lExit BiroQ* 
Enter Nur/e and Sampfon, 

Nurfe* Here's flrange things towards^ Sampfon : 
what will be the end of 'em^ do you think ? 

Samp. Nay marry, nurfc, I can'rfcc fofar j but the 
law, I believe, is on Biron, the firft hu(band*s fide. 

Nurfe. Yes ; no queiHon, he has the law on his fide. 

Samp, For I have heard, the law fays, a woman muft 
be a widow, all out feven years, before ftie can marry 
again, according to law. 

Nurfe, Ay, to it docs ; and our lady has not been a 
widow altogether feven years. 

Samp* Why then, nurfe, mark my words, and fay 
I told you fo ; the man muii have his wife again, and 
all will do well. 

Nurfe, Bat if our matter Villeroy comes back again — 

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the firft man that 
has h^id his wife taken from him. 

' Nurji\ For fear of the worft, will you go to the old 
count, deli re him to come as foon as he can j there may 
be^mifchief, and he is able to prevent it. 

Samp, Now you fay fomething ; now I take you, nurfe ; 
that will do well, indeed ; raifchief fliould be prevented 
a little thing will make a cparrel, when there's a woman 
in the way. I'll about it mflantly, \^Excunt^ 

SCENE dra'wn^Jbc^jjs Biron q/hepoftacoucb. 

Enter Ifabella. 
Jfa, Aflecpfo foon ! Oh, happy ! happy thou^ 
Who thus can fleep ! I never fhall fleep more — — 
If then to fleep be to be happy, Ke 
Who fleeps the longeft,. is the happiefl ; 
Death is the longeft fleep— Oh, have a care ! 
Mifchief will thrive apace. Never wake more. [Tl^Blr. 
If thou didft ever love thy Ifabella, 
To-morrow mull be doonafday to thy peace. 
— — Th^ fight of him difarjjjs ev'n death itfelf. 

The 
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, The ftarting tranfport of new quick'ning life 

Gives juftfuch hopes ; and pleafure grows again 

With looking on him Let me look my laft 

But is a look enough for parting love ! / 

Sure I may take a kifs Where am I going ! 

Help, help me, Villeroy ! Mountains and feas 

Divide your love, never to meet my fhame, 

[_T/jro^ws herfelfupon the floor \ after ajhort paufeyjht raifes- 

herf elf upon her elbow. 
What will this* battle of the" brain do with me ! 
This little ball, this ravag'd province, long 
Cannot maintain — The globe of earth wants room 

And food for fuch a war— I find I'm going 

Famine, plagues, and flames, 

Wide wafte and defolation, do your work 

Upon the world, and then* devour yourfelves; 

— Thefcene fhifts fafi [Sherifes,'] and now 'tis bet*- 

terwithme; '. ^ 

Conflicting paflions have at laft unhingM 
The great machine ! the foul itfelf feems chang'd ! 
Gh, 'tis a happy revolution here ! 

* The reas'ning faculties are all depos'd ; 

* Judgment, and underftanding, common-fcnfc,. 

* Driv'n out as traitors to the public peace. 

* Now I'm reveng'd upon my memory, 

* Her feat dug up, where all the images 

* Of a long mif-fpent life, were rifing ftill, 

* To glare a fad refie£lion ofniy crimes, 

* And Hah a confcience thro' *em ! You are fafc^, 
*-' You monitors of mifchief ! What a change ! 

* Better and better ftill I This is the infant ft^te 

* Of innocence, before the birth of care* 

* My thoughts are fmooth as the Elyfian plains, , 

* Without a rub : the drowfy falling flrcams: 

* Invite me to' their {lumbers^ 

* Would L were landed there— [Sinks into a chair* . 
What noife was that 1 A- knocking at the gate] 

It may be Villeroy -No matter who.. 

Bir, Come, Ifabella, come •v*-——. 

^.,Hatk! I'mcairdf 

Sir^^ You flay too long from me,. 

D 3.. 9^^ 
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Ifa, A man's voice ! In my bed ! How came he there ? 
Nothing but villainy in this bad world ; \Rifis. 

« Coveting neighbours goods, or neighbours wives :' 
Here's phyfick for your fever, 

[Draws a dagger^ and goes backward to the couch* 

* Breathing a vein is the old remedy.' 
If hufbands go toheav'n, 

Where do they go that fend em ? — This to try— 

[Jtifi going tofiab him^ be ri/esyjbe htowf hm^ aadjhrieks. 
What do I fee I 

jB/r» liabella, arm'd ! 

J/a. Againflmy hulband's life ! 

* Who,, but the wretch, moft reprobate to grace| 

* Defpair e'er hardened for damnation, 

* Could think of fuch a deed !— Murder my huflband !* 
£tr. Thou didft not think it. 

J[/h, Madnefs has brought tne to the gates of hell^ 
And there has left me. ' Oh, the frightful chajt^gc 

* Of my diftra6tions ! Or is this interval 

* Of reafon btit to aggravate my woes, 

* To drive the horror back with .greater force 

* Upon my foul, atid Bx me mad for ever ?' 
Bir. Why doft thou fly me fp ? 

J/a, I cannot bear his light; diilradion^coiQe, 
Poflefs me all, and take me to thyfelf ! 
Shake off thy chains, and hallen to my aid f-*- , 
Thou art my only cure— —* Like other friends, 

* He will not come to my. ne(;^ties ; 

* Then I muft go to find the tyrant out ; 

* Which is the neareft way ?' [Rmuing puu, 
Btr. Poor Ifabella, ftie's not in a condition 

To give me any comfort, if Ihe could : 
' Loft to herfelf— as quickly I Ihall be 

To all the world ^Horrors come faft around me ; 

My mind is overcaft — the gath'ring clouds 
Darken the profpc£t-^I approach the brink. 
And foon muft leap the precipice ! Oh, Heav'n ! 
While yet my fenfes are my own, thus kneeling 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife : 
Releafe her from her pangs ; and if my reafon, 
O'erwhelm'd with miferies, fink before thetempcft, 
Pardon thofe crimes defjpair may bring upon me. i^ifis, 

JEUi'r 
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Ent^ Nuife. 
" Nurfe* Sir, tkerc's .fameb9dy at the d9or muft needs 
fpeak with you ; he WQn*t tell his name. 

Bir, J come to him. \,ExU Nurfe. . 

»Tis Belford, I fuppofe ; he little knows 
Of whj^t has happen'd here ; 1 wainted him, 
Muft employ his friendship, and then — — ' [jB;r//. . 

SCENE, thefirett. 
Enter Garlos, w//>& three ruffians » 
. Car. A yqunger brother ! I was ope too long} 
Not to prevent my being fo again. 
We muft be fudden. Younger brothers are 
But lawful baftards of another name, 
Thruft out of their nobili|y of birth 
And family, and tainted into grades. 
Shall I be one of them— ^ow, and retire, 
To make-more room for theunwieldly heir 
To play the fool in ! No— — 
But how fhall I prevent it ?— ^Biron comes 
To take poflcffion of my father's love- 
Would that were gll ; there is a birth-right too 
That he will feize. Beiides, if Biron lives, 
He will unfold fome prances, which I 
Cannot well anfwer — therefore he ftiajldie ; 
This nijg;ht muft be difpdsM of : I have means 
That Will not fail my purpofe. Here he corned* 

j£«/fr Biron. 
' Bir. Ha ! am I befet ? I live .but to revenge me. 

[Tfjeyfurround him^ fighting 5 Villeroy enters tx)ith t^io^ 
fervants ; they refcue him ; Carlos and his party Jly^ 

FiL How arc you, Sir ? Mortally hurt, I fear* ' 
Take care, and lead him in. 

Bir. I thank you for the goodnefs, Sir ; tho* 'tis 
BeftowM upon a very wretch 5 and death, 
Th#* from a villain's hand, had been to me 

An adt of kindnefs, and the height of mercy 

But I thank you , Sir. [^He is led in . 

SCENE, theinfideofthehoufe. 
Enter Ifabella. 
Ifa. Murder my huft)and ! Oh I I muft not dare 
To think of living on ; my defperate hand 

' In 
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In a mad rage may offer it again : . . 
Stab any where but therCr Here's room enough. 
In my own brcaft,. to a6t the fury in, 
The proper fcene of mifchief. * Villeroy comes ; 

* Villeroy and Biron coipe ! Oh ! hide me from 'em— 

* They rack, they tear ; let 'em carve out my limbs, 

* Divide my body to their equal claims ! 

* My foul is only Biron's-; that is free, 

* And thus I Ikrike for him, and liberty.* 

[Going tojiah her/elf ^ Villeroy rum in ^ find prevents ber^ 

by taking the dagger from her*. 
ViU AngelsL defend and feve thee ! 
Attempt thy precious life ! * the treafury 

* Of nature's Tweets ! life of my little world !V 
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent felf! 

Ifa. Swear I am innocent^ and I'll believe you*. 
What would you have with me ? Pray let me go.-, 

* —Arc you there. Sir ? You are the very maa. 

* Have done all this— You would have made. 

* Me believe you married me 5 but the fooL 

* Was wifer, I thank you : 'tis not all gofpel 

* You men preach upon that fubjc6t/ . 

FiU Doft thou not know me, love ? 

* Ifa O yes :. very well.. \Siaring on bim^ 

* You are the widow's comforter ; that marries 

* Any woman when her huiband's out of the way :, 

* But I'll never, never take your word agiin* 

* K/7. lam thy. loving hufband.' 
T/J Fiileroyy ihy bujhand^ 

Ifa. I have none ; no huftand— — ^^eepln^ 

Never had but one, and.he dy'd at Candy,. 

* Did he not ? I'mfure you told me- fo; you, 

* Or fomebody, with juft fuch a lying look, 

* As you have now.' Speak, did he not die there ?* 

ra. He did, my life. 

Ifa. But fwear it,, quickly fwear^ 

Biron enters bloody^ and leaning upon.bisf^or.d^ 
Before that fcreaming evidence appears,, 

In bloody proof again il me ^ 

\Sbe feeing Biwon yfwoons into, a chair ; Vil. helps her. 
ViU Help there ! Nurfe, where are you ? 
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Ha ! I amdiftra£tcd too ! \G0iHg to.callfor help ^ fees Blr. 
Biron aliyc ! 

Bir^ The only wretch on earth that mud not live. 

Fil. Biron or Villeroy muft not> that's decreed. 

J5/r. You've (av'd me from the hands of murderers : 
Would you had not, for life's my greateft plague— 
Andtheii, of all the wtMrld, you arjs the man 
I would npt be obliged to— -Ifabella ! 
I came to fall before thee : I had dy'd 
Happy, not to have found your ViUcr#y here : 
A long farewel, and a laft parting kifs. \KiJJes her. 

/^/. Akifs! confufion ! itrauft beyoarlaft. [Dra'vjs. 

Bir. I know it muft— Here I give up that death 
You but dclay'd : Since what is pali: has been 
The work of fate, thus we muft finifli it, 
Thrufthome, befure, {^Faints* 

Vil, Alas ! he faints ! fome help there. 

Bir, 'Tis all in vain, my forrqws foon will cad—' 
Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch intreat you, 
To take this letter to my father. My Ifabella ! 
Couldfl thou but hear me, my laft words iliould blefs thee. 
I cannot tho* in death, bequeath her to thee. [To Vil. 
But could I hope my boy, my little one, 
Might find a father m thee— Oh, I feint— 
I can no more— Hear me, heav'n ! Oh, fupport 
My wife, my Ifabella — Blefs my child I 
And take a poor unhappy [Dies^ 

Flh He's gone — Let what will be the confcquence, 
I'll give it him. I have involv'd myfelf. 
And would be clear'd ; that mufl be thought on now. 
My care of her b loft in wild amaze. [Going to Ifa. 

* Are you all dead within thpre ? Where, where are you ?' 
Goodnurfe^ take care of her ; 77/ hrhg n^ore help* [Exit. 
Ifabella comes to herfclfi 

ifa. Where have I been ? — Methinks I ftand upoii. 
The brink of life, ready to Ihoot the gulph 
That lies between me and the realms of reft : 
But ftill detain'd, I cannot pafs the ftrait ; 
Deny'd to live, and yet I muft not die : 
Doom'd to come back, like a complaining gkoft. 
To my unbury 'd body—— Here it lies — 

[Throws herfelfly Biron's hocly. ' 
My body, foul, and life. A little duA, 

To 
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To cover our cold limbs ia the dark grave 
There, there wc (hall deep fafe and found together* 
Enter Villeroy 'tvithftfjants, 

VtU Poor wretch ; upon the ground ! She's not herfelf : 
Remove her from the body. [Servants going to raife her^ 

J/a. Never, never- 
You have divorcM us once, but (hall no more- 
Help, help me, Biron ?— Ha '.—bloody and dead ! 
Oh, murder I murder ! You have done this deed 
Vengeance and murder ! bury us together- 
Do any thing but part us. 

FiL Gently, gently raife her. 
She muft be fbrcM away. 

[51^ drags the body after her ; t key get her into ikeir 
armsy and carry her (ff, 

Ifa. Oh, they tear me ! Cut off my hands- 
Let me leave fomcthing with him— 

They'll clafp him faft 

Oh, cruet, cruel men ! 

This you mull anfwer one day. 

ni. Good nurfe, take care of her. [NurfefoUovjs her^ 
S^end for all helps : all, all that I ani worth. 
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 
*- Be fure you do, [To afervant, 

• Juftas I order'd you.* The florm grow5 loud * . 

[Knocking at the door* 
I am preparM for it. Now let them in. 
Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Bclfordy /riends^'with Jer-*^ . 
vants, 

C. Bald, Oh, do I live to this unhappy day t 
Where is my wretched fon ? 

Car^ Where is my brother ^ 

[They fee him^ and gather db0U{ the iod/*. 

FIL I hope in heav'n. 

Car, Canft thou pity him ! 
Wifti him in heav'n ! when thou haft done a deed. 
That muft forever cut thee 'from the hopes 
Of ever coming there. 

FiL I do not blame you 
You have a brother's right to be concem'd. 
Foi bis untimely deaths. 
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€ktu Untimely death, indeed ! 

/7/. But yet you muft not fay, I was thecaufe. 

Gar, Not you the caufe ! Why, who (hould murder 
him ? 
We do iwt afk you to accufe ypurfelf , 
But I muft fay, tliat you have murder'd him ; 
And will fay nothing elfe, till juflice draws 
Upon our fide, at the loud call of blood, 
To execute fo foul a murderer. 

Bel, PoorBiron! Is this thy welcome home ! 

Friend. Rife, Sir ; there is a comfort in revenge, 
Which yet is left you. [To C. Bald. 

Car. Take the body hence. [Biron carry* d off* 

C. Bald. What could provoke you ? 

Fil. Nothing could provoke me 
To a bafe murder, which, I find, you think 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence ; 
My fervants too can witnefs that I drew 
My fword in his defencd, to refcue hira. 

Bel Let the fervants be cali'd. 

Fr. Let's hear what they can fay. 

Car. What they can fay! Why, what fhould fervants 
fay ? 
They're his accomplices, his inflruments, 
And will not charge themfelves. If they could do 
A murder for his fervice, they can lie, 
Lie nimbly, and fwear hard, to bring him off. 
You fay you drew your fword in his defence : 
Who were his enemies ? Did he need defence ? 
Had he wrong'd any one ? Could he have caufc 
To apprehend a danger, but from you ? 
And yet you refcu'd him ! — No, no, he came 
Unfeafonably, (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your fport : 
You were new marry 'd — marry 'd to his wife ; 
And therefore you, and flie, and all of you, 
(For all of you I muft believe concern'd) 
Combined to murder him out of the way. 

Bel. If it be fo— 

Car. It can be only fo. 

Fr. Indeed it has a face ■ 

Car, As black as hell. 

C. Batd. 
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C. BaU. The law* will do me jufticc: fend for the. 
magiftrate. 

Car. ril go iHyfelf for him [Exiu 

FiL Theie fhx)ng prefunaptions, I muft own, indeed. 
Are violent againfl me ; but I have 
A witnefs, and on this fide heav'n too* 

Open that door. 
J)oor opens and Pedro l sir ought forward hy Vjlleroy*«y^r- 

njontSm 
Here's one can tell you all. 

. Fed. All, all ; fave me but from the rack, I'll confc6 
all. 

FiL You and your accbmpliccs defign'd 
To murder Biron ?— Speak. 

Fed. We did. 

Vtl. Did ybu engage upon your private wrongs, 
Or were employ'd ? 

Fed. He never did us wrong. 

Vil. You were fet on then. 

Fed. Wc were fet on. 

Vtl. What do you know of me ? 

Fed. Nothing, nothing : 
You fav'd his lite, and have difcover'd me. 

ViU He has acquitted me. 
If yoii would be re(blv*d of any thing. 
He ftands-upon his anfwer. 

Bel. Who fet you on to art this horrid deed ? 

Q.Bald, III know the villain ^" give me quick his name. 
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart. 

Fed. 'I will confefs. 

C. Bald. Do then. 

Fed. It was my mailer, Carlos, your own fon. 

C. Bald. Oh, monftrous ! monftrous I moll unnatural ! 

Bel. Did be employ you to murder his own brother \ 

Fed. He did ; and he was with us when 'twas done. 

C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid, horrid tale, 
It is but jull upon me : Bijon*s wrongs 
Mull be reveng'd ; and I the caufe of all. 

Fr. What will you do with him ? 

C. Bald. Take him a- part—— 
I know too much. [Pedro ^^rj />. 

/7/. I had forgot— Your wretched, dj ing fca 

Gave 
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Gave me this letter for you. [G/tw // to BaldwijEU 

] dare deliver it. If it Q>eak8 of me, 
I pray to have it laad* 

C. Bald^ You know the hand. 

Bel. I know 'tis Biron's hand* 

C. Bald. Pray read it. ' . [Beilford reads fJj'e letter^ 
"SIR, 

" I find I am come only to lay my death at ypurdoor. 
I am now going out of the world ; but cannot forgivf 
you, nor my brother Carlos, for not hindering my poor 
wife Ifabella, from marrying with Villeroy ; when you 
both knew, from fo many letters', that I wag alive.*^ 

•; ' BiiLojN." 

ViU How ! — Did you know it then ? , 

C. Bald. Amazement, all ! 

Enter Carlos, voith Officers^ 
Oh, Carlos ! are you come ? Your brother here, 
Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death 
To you and me— Have you doi^e any thing 
To haiku his fad end ! / ; 

Car. Blefs me. Sir, I do any thing ! Who, I ? 

C. Bald. Hc^ talks of letters that were fcnt to us* 
I never heard, of any— Did you. know 
He was alive ? ^ ^ 

Car. Alive! Heav'n knows, not I. 

C. Bald. Had you no news of biro, from a report, 
Or letter, never ? 

Car. Never, never, I. 

BeL That's ftrange, indeed : I know he often wri^ ^ 
To lay before you the condition [To C Baldwin* 

Of his hard flavery : and more, I know. 
That he had feveral anfwersto his letters. 
He faid, they came from you ; you are his brother. 

Car, Never from me. 
' Bel. That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are fHlt about him ; 
For fome of *em I fa\y but yeflerday. 

C. Baldn What did thofe anfwers fay } 

Bel. I cannot fpeak to the particulars ; 
Rut I remember well, thefumof 'em 
Whs much the fame, and all agreed. 
That there was nothing to be hop'dfrom you ; 

* E That 
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That *twa» your barbarous refolution 
To let him perifh there.—— 

C. Bald. Oh, Carlos ! Carlos ! hadfl thou been abro« 
ther 

Car. This is a plot upon me. I never knew 
He wasihflavery, or was alive, ' 
Or heard of him, before this fataLhour. 

Bel. There, Sir, I muft confront you. 
He fent you a letter, to my knowledge, laft night ; 
And you fent him word you would come to him 
X fear you came too foon. 

C. Bald. *Ti8 all too plain. 

Bring out that wretch before him. \2tAxo produced. 

Car. Ha ! Pedro there ! —Then I am caught, indeed. 

Bel. You flart at fight of him ; 
He has confefs'd the bloody deed. 

Car. Well then, he has confefsM, 
And I muft anfwer it. 

Bel. Is there no more ? 

dr. Why ! — ^what would you have more? I know 
And I expea it. [the worll, 

C. Bald. Why haft thou done all this > 

Car. Why, that which damns moft men, has ruin'd 
The making of my fortune. Biron ftood [me ; 

Between me and your favour : while he liv'd, 
I had not that ; hardly was thought a fon. 
And not at all a-kin to your eftate. 
I could not bear a younger brother's lot. 

To Kve depending upon courtefy 

Had you provided for me like a father, 
I had been ftill a brother. 

C. Bald, 'Tis too true ; 
I never lovM thee, as I ftiould have done : 
It was my fin, and I am punilh'd for't. 
Oh ! never may diftindion rife jtgain 
In families : let parents be the fame 
To all their children ; common in their care, 
And in their love of 'em-^I am unhappy, 
For loving one tod well. 

Fil. You knew your brother liv'd ; why did you take 
Suth pains to marry me to Ifabella ? 

Car. I had my reafon's for*t— - 

I Vil 
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Fih More than I thought you had. 

dr. But one was this — 
I knew my brother lov*d his wife fo well, 
That if ever he (hould come home agsun. 
He cou'd not long out-live the lofs of her. 

BeL If you rely 'd on that, why did you kill him ? 

dr. To make all fure. Now, you are anfwcr'd all. 
Where muft I go ? I am tirM of you queftions. 

C. Bold. I leave the judge to tell thee what thou art ; 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
But parricide is higheft treafon, fure, 
To facred nature's law ; and muft be fo, 
So fentcnc*d in thy crimes. Take him away— 
TTie violent remedy is found at lail. 
That drives thee out, thou poifon of my blood,. 
Infected long, and only foul* in thee. [Carlos Jed off. 
Grant me, weet Heav'n f thy patience to go thro* 
The torment of my cure — ^Here, here begins 
The operation— Alas ! (he*8 mad. 

lEnter Ifabella diflraBed^ held ly .her 'Vsomen\ her hair 
. di/hevelfd\ her little /on running in before^ iehtg afraid 

rfhir. , 

FIL My Ifabella ! poor unhappy wretch ! ^ 

What can I fay to her ? 

Ijfa, Nothing, nothing ; 'tis a babbling world— 
1*11 hear no more on*t. When does the court fit ? 
* rU not be bought — What ! to fell innocent blood !— '^ 
You look like one of the pale judges here ; 
Minos, or Radamanth, or ^acus - ■■ ■ 
I have heard of you. 
I have a caufe to try, anhoneftone; 
Will you not hear it .? Then I muft appeal , 

To the bright throne — Call down the heav'nly powers 
To witnefs how you ufe me. 

* Worn. Help, help, we cannot hold her. 

* f^iL You but enmge her more.' 

C. Bald, ^r^y give her way ; fhe'll hurt nobody. 

J/a. What have you done with him ? He was here but 
I faw him here. Oh, Blron, Blron ! where, [now ; 
Where have they hid thee from me ? He is gone— 
But here's a little flaming cheilibim 

Child, Oh, fave toe, Sve me ! [Running t0 Bald. 

E 2 Ifa. 
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Jfa, The Mercury of Hcav*n, with iilver wlngp, 
Impt for the flight, to overtake his ghofl. 
And bring him back again. 

Child. I fear (hell kill me. 

C. Bald. She will not hurt tliec. \Bhefiingi away. 

If a. Will nothing do ? I did not hope to^find 
JuSiceon earth ; 'tis not in Keav*n neither, 
Bxron has watch'd his opportunity—— 
Softly ; he fteals it from the flee.ping gods, 

And fends it thus \Siiih- herfjf. 

Now, now I laugh .at you, defy you all, 
You tyrant-murderers. 

ViU Call, call for help— Oh, Heav*n ! this was too 
much, 

Q.B^ld. Oh^ thoumoft injured innocence ! Yet live^ 
Live but to wltaeis for me to the world, 
How much I do repent me of the wrongs, 
Th* unnatural wrongs, which 1 havelxeapM on thce^ 
Apd |)aYf( puUld down thi« judgment on us all. 

Fih Oh, htik^ Ipeak but a word of oomfort to mc» 

C. Bald, if fhe moft tender fatlicr^s care andlore 
Of thee, and tl^y.fwor chil4, ,can n^ake amends— 
Oh, yet look up and live.- 

JJa^ Wh^rc }9 that little wretch ^ [fhi^ r^ufthtf* 

I die IB peacc« to- leave him to your care. 
I kavc a wr^ctc.hed nwtber's legacy, ^ 
A dying kifs— pray let jne give it hirn». 
My bleffing ; that, that^s ^11 1 have to leave tliee. 
Oh, may thy father^s virtues live ia fhc^, 
And all nis wrongs be buried in my grave. IP*^^ 

FIL She*sgo|ie, gpd ^H my joys oflife with'bcs* 

• Wberiie ar^ your officers of juftice now ? 

• Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody *.b^, 

• Accufe, condemn me; let the faitencc tea<3i 

• My hated life- No matter how it comes ^ 

• I'll thiQk it juft, aad thank you as it^Ils. 
Self-murder is denyM me 5 elfe, liowfoon 




iii\g 

C* Said. Poqr wretched <wj>haft of ipoft wretched j». 
rcatsl 

^*3cap. 
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* 'Scapinp; the fiomiy thou*rt thrown U|)on a rock^ 

* To perifh there.* The very rocks would melt. 
Soften their nature, fure, to fofter thee. 

I find it by myfclf : ray flinty heart, 
That barren rock, on which thy father fbrv'd. 
Opens it fpnngs of nouriflunent to thee ; 
There's not a vein but fhall run milk for thee. 
Oh, had I pardon'd my poor Biron's fault, 
His firil, his only fault— -this had not been. 

To erring youth there's fbme compafiion due ; *% 

But while with rigour you their crimes purfue, I 

What's their mis^rtune, is a crime for^ou, J 

Hence learn, offending children to forgive : 
Leave punifliment to Heav*n— 'tis HeavVs pieioga- 
tivc. 



End of the Fifth Act* 






S0eh fubVtJhtd ly J. Bell. 

FENCING FAMILIARIZED ; or, a N«w T»ea- 
TzsB on the Art of Sword Play ; illuilrated by 
elegant engravings, reprefenting all the different atti- 
tudes, on which the principles and grace of the art de* 
pend ; painted from life, and executed in a moil ele«* 
gant and maflerly manner* .By Mr« Olivier; edu- 
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profefTor of 
fencing, in St. Dondan's- court, Fleet-ilreet. Price 78. 
bound. 

'' The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he 
*^ has oiFered many considerable improvements in the art 
*< of fencing, having founded his principles on nature, 
*< and confuted many falfe notions hitherto adopted by 
*' the molt eminent mailers ; he has rendered the play 
*< fimplc, and made it eafy and plain, even to thofe 
** who were before unacquainted with the art. After 
*< bringing his fcholar as far as the afTault, and having 
^* demonftrated to him all the thrufls and various pa- 
*' rades, he lays down rules for defence in all forts of 
*' fword play. 

The monthly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fol- 
lowing terms : " For aught we dare fay to the contrary, 
*' Mr. Olivier's book is a very good book, and may 
V help to teach, as much as books can teach, the no- 
*' ble fcience of defence, or, as our author terms ir, 
*' fwprd play ; and it is made n^ore particularly ufeful. 
•' by the various attitudes and pofitions, which feem 
** to be here accurately and elegantly delineated," 

BELL'S COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene- 
rally upon the principles recommended by Mr. 
Locke. Price xl. 53, 

This work is elegantly executed from copper plates , 
on fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all . 
the bookfeHers in England, by enquiring for Bell's 
Library Common-Place Book, formed upon Mr.; 
Loqke's principles. 

This book is generally bound in vellarit, containing' 
five quires of the very beft demy paper properly pre- 
pared, for il. ^s. 

Ditto if bound in parchment, lU And fo in propor- 
tion 



tioa for any, quantity of gaper the book may. contain, 
ded«^ing or adtfittg two- fhilRng^ for every quire tVat 
fljay be iocrcafedordecreafed, atid bound as above. 

" Mr» Lockfe has t^niincd his eluddation to tfiead- 
** vantages arififlg'froiSA reading; m fele^ing reniarka- 
«* ble p^ges f«>m books : bwt this is not the only pnr«« 
^^ po/e "to whfch the Com mob-Place Book may be foc- 
** cefs fully, applied. It is not folely for the div^e^ the 
** lawyer, the poet, philofopher, or hiftoriaif, that this 
*• pubUcation is calculated ; by thefe its ufes are expe* 
** rimen^lly known and univerfally admitted : it is for 
** the ufe andfemolument of theman of buliaefs as well 
** as of letters:; fpr'mcn ot faftiion andfortnne as well 
<< as of fhidy ; for the traveller, the trader, and, in 
'* (hart, for all thole who would. form a fyftem of ufefuT 
^* and agreeable knowledge, in ft manner peculiar to 
**• then) reives, while they are following their accuftomed 
^ purfuit, either of profit or pleafurci 

THENiturai ami Ghcmiiat ELEMENTS of 
AGRICI/LTURE. Tranflated from the Latin of 
Count "Guilavus AcfolpBiis Gyllenborg. By John 
Mills, Efq; F. R. S. Price 29. 6d. fevyed* 
• ** The ongJnai bf/this treatife has already been t ran A 
*^ lated' into Terverai foreign languages ; it is here acca- 
** r$tely rendered irito^Englifhi and has tlefervedly met 
** with approbation*; • Ft ijontains an ingenious theo^ 
«* rctical account of the principles of iagriculture de*- 
** duced from a rational phiiofophy; a Jubje£t of en- 
•• quiry which may be confidered as of the fame iippor- 
*« tance to an * occomplifhed farmer, as the knowledge 
«• of the animal oecono^ny is to a fkilful phydcian. For 
** though it is chiefly by praAiGal ohfervations thatbbtli- 
«* are to cuRiva'te their art, yet a competent -acquain- 
<* tance with the abftraft elements of fcrcnce may prove 
*• the means of fiiggefting ufefiil expedients, and often, 
*' facilitate the roa^ to<pra^ce>'^ 

. A^ONTHLY ReVIE^W. 
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